* The Risk 

Web Crawled Abyss
Risk the risk to capsulate
A hard drive edge toward a pain
In some shamefull kind of way
 
* Eyes

Found myself happy 
Across the room today 
Inside the reflection in your eyes 
I can tell that I am alive 
Found myself in your subtle gaze 
Made me push out the bad sides I saw today 
Let me know you feel the same? 
When you see yourself within mine always 
Its what I hate 
When its so damn close that I can't escape 
But I need your face 
To guide my way 
Without you here 
I just disintegrate
Let me live 
In your beautiful gaze 
Forever drowning 
In your eyes always 

* Is Their Time Left to Change

Is their time left to change
Across the line I overtook 
Rearranged my pattern insane 
The line so thin
It can slip back to normal ways 
But Before I sleep, I get visions that I can change 
But where's the line again? 
It became so thin so who's to say? 
which side I am 
Is their even room to change? 
Or am I one foot on either end
Where the insane think I'm lame 
And the normal think I'm crazed 
I'm stuck destroying myself anyways 
And it feels so good
It feels so alive 
To destroy the very things 
That make my life 
You say don't break your things 
I say its worth ruining tonight 
You never known true love 
In a toxic cesspool of strife 
So dine with me in nuclear lights 
With the world decaying in melancholy half life's
I'm enjoying what's left of myself tonight 
I won't mind destroying the rest 
But its all in due time 
But at the last crash or crack 
Why do I say that I might? 
Change for the better? 
Live a better life? 
Haha that lie 
It keeps coming back like an ex wife 
Knocking on my door asking to be in my mind
Sorry 
I'm all right 


* How Did Silly Shit Get Normal

How did silly shit get so normal quickly 
As the jokes turn right back to you 
I gave up normal for a side of creepy 
Let it sink in, and run laps over you 
I'm just another human seeking 
To not be abused 
But abuse is what I spew 
Even through tears 
Every drop burns you 
Who knew how foolish 
I could go to get used 
Fuck the rules 
I could side step through 
The lettered numbers 
Until I can get past the edge 
The ledge to a floating space 
From a dimwitted inbred 
I.Q Dropping off like a ledge 
You foolishly used the rules 
And so we are going to punish you 
Theirs the line 
And you crossed it 
Like all those times 
That I lost wits
Gave it up
I've blown my faucet
And its leaking down my closet 
No one didn't know of this 
But I need to feel fine for the longest 
It's been a crime, to walk out home 
Say your my friend 
Then harp on it 
Take the lonely road 
Its what I am talking 
Now my tears too 
Running down my closet 
Take my deposit 
Of trauma to heal the wounds 
For the scar tissue that will build up 
Will withstand anything that's gets pointed at you 
Take my life for its 
Nothing but the scars of somebody else's pocket 
When the money fell through 
Nobody came to stop this 
When a closet like this 
Could be a couple decades or two 
No one came to pull him out the command line sand 
Quickly consuming ones time 
To the point of losing sense 
Do I really know you?
Because time is on the map 
Toward the crows feet of wheat and grain 
From the sweat of ones brow 
We continue this silly game 
And when you listen to this poem 
And say why I'm insane 
How did the silly shit get normal quickly 
Am I really the only one to blame?
Because my crazy today 
Is your new normal tomorrow 


* Slit Pages 

To slit ones wrist is not the only way of relief
A neurotic sleepless night can be another similar release
To create slits on my forehead and slits under my eyes
For the less sleep you invoke, the less years it takes to die
And so I persist the cycle with a defiant sort of time
To slit the last pages of my book, upon everyday of every night

To slit ones wrist is not the only way of relief 
A denial of life can be similar release 
To abandon my friends to avoid a vulnerable side 
For the more doors you close, the more you wish suicide 
And I persist the cycle within a deviant peace of mind
That I am in control of the book that I write 

To slit ones wrist is not the only way I seek 
A pornographic site can be another similar release
To give away my girlfriends to other better guys 
Because at least when I cry, It will be by my own demise 
And so I persist the cycle with the only friend I confide 
In the pages of a book I threw away tonight 

Its a privilege to have the time 
To kill myself on my own accord 
Yet rarely I think of the ones who must 
Cut that cord and see me killed 
If I fail to die and yet can't be healed 
Is it worth the pain I will make them feel 

To dismiss myself is not the only way of relief 
A persona I sell can be a similar release 
To pretend and reside in the smile of tonight 
In another mans clothes and in another mans life 
And so I persist the cycle with the acceptance that I hide 
In the void that so happens to be my life 

* 6 Inch Epitaph 
  
A 6 inch epitaph
Choked Inside a condom strap 
Wrapped between a narcopath
A mass of crabbed pink carnation 
   
Mother nature will scathe
From blood a baby will raise
Inside a cheap clinic someday 
This you think without hesitation 

You beat her till 
She confesses she will 
Stop by the store for a kill pill 
Under cubical beams 
You search for debtless peace 
Inside thoughts you lease for a daydream still

The turmoil you wish had escaped
Polishing, choking an epitaph always 
Your Responsible, yet never ashamed 
Of your appetite well shown 
Deep Inside a vacant office space

Hovering above 
Olefin carpets with scuffs 
Is that poor woman's heel cuff
As she wobbles in a buss 
Back home in a haste
She peels of the layers 
Of her nylon chaffed waist 
Heating spoons below glaciers 
revealing translucent skin 
Stretched brim to brim 
Hovering over watery vimmed facer 
Like a hill with bluish veins 
In an island of watery bubble stains
She breathes a stormy haze 
Upon her child's living grave
 
Her epitaph is a phone today 
Right on top of that hill 
A black tombstone engraved 
Of forum posts far away 
She stares down her shave 
As she carves with her razor blade 
An underscore on her limb  
To rid the guilt so dazed within
Her shallow grave of porcelain 

She melts through her sea 
Of fat rising effortlessly 
As her skin floats toward the edge
Emanating a durian stench
Growing dark black curtailed veins 
Awashed in a thick bodily liquid creamed 
With a Balut cracked upon moms bones and brains 
Inside a slow stew awaiting discovery 


* Petty Sand  
  
Am I really rock or just petty sand
Floating through echoes of another man
Most times its never me who speaks
Its just too vulnerable to try not pretend
I catch myself talking
Through that better man
But when alone
I still wonder- in half slumber
Where do I begin?
Is it me or still that other man?
Have I given up who I really am?
For some others sticky sand
Clumped and formed
In the shape of rock again


* Pony Pan 

Pony Pan is black and white 
She puts a glaze within my eyes
For Pony Pans my screen tonight
On her dance of crowd-less likes
Comments pierce through like bitter limes
To make fun of her reality lines
She taught me respect for irretrevable minds 
I would not expect for you to give up your lines
So don't lie when you say you'll never be this way 
When this way comes to you 
Out of the blue on anyday 
For everyone's dipped in skewed reality 
So stop stepping in what you call our fantasy 
They are undistinguished and as bland 
As the adverts they click all the time  
For Pony Pan is unique in her way between the lines
That she combines to the rarest shapes her body makes
To smash my mind in the way she breaks
My thoughts and face always beyond today 
On my jagged cheap display
I watch her close anyways 
Till I can pick apart the RGB lights
Within her fractal display
That freezed look within her eyes
To see them jitter and open wide
Like they transpired through many cries 
Not one truly knows her life
Only Pony Pan can try to shine
A light in her fractal mind
The more I know, the less I obsess about it
Rather, I just take in her kaleidoscopic
Beauty to translate
Her mind to her thighs
To her hips, To her face
Directly to my sunken eyes

* Million Miles
  
I traveled a million miles through your words today
In Such an delicate mirage of words we say
On how our bodies lie us in the room again
To lend my hand for your life to escape
When you need a word broken, I will be there always
To break the barriers between mind and mouth
Tongue and lips
A melancholy spouse
Nothing shall be so breathless like how
We step together in our new life now
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* Post a Link Then Die
  
Valleys on my teeth
Craters on my face
Desert through my fingertips
Fog within this place
Marshes in the skin
Crusade to crucify
Clicking on the net
Post a link to die
Fog within this shout
Marshes within a skim
Black sea around the eyes
Open fields within the mind
Darkness so calcified
Click me. Enter Next
Crescents under eyes
Re-post. Repeat. Regret
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* Cliche Depression Blahs
  
Its not what I say
Its what I never said
Those wordless thoughts
That roams in our heads
And those words I never told
I tell it all in my head
Someway
Somehow
I hope someone tells you instead
I’m unknown as of now
With an empty side by my bed
This was always my way
This was always my home
But your coming today
Like thoughts forming a ray
Somehow I know
I just know in someway
That you’re thinking of me too
In such a fragile time frame
I must show
Somehow
That you can be OK
For the time of knowing you
Was of my biggest misstep to take
So I went so far away
For it was for your own escape
Forgive that I do
To never call you today
I always think of you
Till now and always
I’ll lay beside you dead
When I pull the trigger instead
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* ADHD

Why read what little I remember
As future days stack its carb less thoughts
With small talk in unsatiating ways
Pushing out the hard work it was
To try and remember
But I can't recall the numbers
Of how many times I re-read the same papers
Again and again
As if my mind is filled with dense vapor
Only abstract shapes and shadows could I try and remember
Its frightening to get a glimpse crisp
As I pass aimless though my memories
Like passing through vapor instances
Of my pass thoughts cemetery
Here lies what you think you recalled
If I look real close
Its a joke to remember at all
Most times its an intricate fraud
A simulacrum of what once was
Is it better known as a ruse or was it best to believe it and move on
It's discomforting to know
So I try and make habits to try and remember
But even I can't will myself to remember to remember
Until those triggers sneak up on you like lapses
Of creativity and clarity
That you know will leave you
Quite uncertainly to insularity
In hurry to catch the rarity
So you write it down
You lose all your sleep
Till your head starts to pound
In your skyscrapers of stacked notes
You know will never be found
Because they are scattered in every which way
Like your brain turned to sound
As you begin to forget today
Its like millions of recordings of vivid descriptions
all playing at random now
As you focus hard to make up on how
You'll process the information out
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* Black Soggy Balloons
  
Black Soggy Balloons
The rising bubbles in my syrup black
Like a grim reapers balloon 80 fest
That's how the black dots rise
Popping around glittering black on my eyes
Its not good reason to mine 
For a black pearl won't pop 
They all pop here 
In this flat world 
Swaying and rippling 
On my face like
A liquid mirror 
Of black with little light 
And with conviction I can yell so hard 
It creates geometric shapes
Tasting of dancing vinegar liquid metal taste 
Liquid O by the way 
Like a smell that should never develop  
100 to 0 and 0 to 100
My life is binary 
No between these 2 point counters 
Black or white 
Bleeds a taste to night
For a cold cement life
To become black inside
5 dollars a bag
With a stained Franklin instead 
20 soggy black balloons 
Around me in bed 
To use my nose as a straw 
I suck up dark blood 
And if I keep this up 
I'll never reach withdraw 
As I read dripped words on the walls  
Alone in a stall 
With my soggy balloons 
I suck them all 
On my make shift bed
A Cement horizontal fence 
To keep me for falling deeper 
In my debilitating nonsense  
Sometimes I use my hallow katana 
To stab through hematomas 
Through any hole 
I rape myself with my probe 
Their is not a chance 
Of any low I won't go 
I even tickle when I know 
My yes used to be no
In my cave of public property 
As loud knocks burst through and echo
Give a fuck if they show 
I don't have to go back now 
I made my mind up long ago 
I can suck my way out
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* Does Not Mean Anything

People I wouldn’t expect would be here
Dreary such movements so vague
I grab a hand or shoulder along the way
These figures in motion everyday
Take me to rooms where whispers never leave
See droplet stained beds in endless darkness ahead
With anonymous voices echoing for escape
I give out my shoulder to persist another day
Let emotion flourish upon
Such painful memories we anons thought long
Its subtle rapid visions to haunt me
To put me self aware that I’m part of this nothing
Visions of atomized life with plans to condense us and move us along
From the pillars of what makes us hurt and dissolve
But persist we all
And insist most all
The touch of hand
Whether woman or man
It reflects back so human
It scares us away
Allow me to deviate my way
Allow me a cope to escape
From the motions of atoms
Randomly bouncing today
I feel like a billiard sphere of energy
With the one that shall not be named
Pushing me further and harder anyways
As I bounce off in life to people
And as they bounce off to others direction in half hazard ways
Naive to not allow myself to know
Such people I could hold
It was little of my control to have them stay
The only thing I could do was hold them anyway
And I could not let myself change
To embrace before the void displays
And on the way they go
Off to another opportune chance
And those lovely sparse moments
We all had to say goodbye
As the space between us deepens
As we bounce throughout our life
And with each contact cracks our outer hardened shells
Until we can bounce no more to another tall tale of lies
A cracked life so full of life unlived till we die
They couldn’t put us back together even if they tried
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* Histrionic Lighthouse

Spotlighted lover
Under Candelabra
With every inch of you groomed
The light caresses the curves on your face
Mold you like a marble statue in place
This tonic you seek
Upon every provocative encounter
Alluring the audience
With lust so agape
There is not a way for me to counter
And so you swept me off my chain
But that tonic is your detention
Which you exhaust by your need
To always have to mention
And now you can’t wait to be known
To know they need you for relief
When they flock for your attention
At any cost it seems
Party upon party to raise to his mention
When your sex was another tool for intervention
How could you open those doors
Toward a hint of a whore
And by the end of the night
Still crying for a spotlight
Well everyone’s abhorred
And staring at us right now
Smug grins from the men
As they help you toward the bin
They take off your heels lace
As you stumble in place
They couldn’t help to get a chance
As they push for their own taste
You embrace the disgrace
Since your world is not our own
You keep vomiting around
Now on the street, you fucking roam
And you drink and you drink
Upon the tonic of being seen
Till nothing can quench the thirst for eyeballs it seems
Flashy dresses and broomed eyelashes fanatic
Made you appear ever so fantastic
But within the makeup caked in
As I wipe it cleanly off your face
I see the intricate eye shadow
The time it took for you to shade
Such painstaking detail for all these people I hate
When you say it was for me, yet your fine for me to deface
I parked anywhere
Just to feel I am still in your mind
When you gave it all to them
But I never got mine
Sex in the vacant lot light
So bright in the night
Might have really been
a mugshot induction blight
Your smooth lines erased
All rough on your pretty face
You feel nothing from me
Cause I have nothing for you too
Always talking past each others
Hints on what to do
Under conical spotlights
So vacant and so grim
With no one to see you
So pale and so limp
Withdraws from addiction
Left you in famine and drought
As a carry you on my back
To the emergency lighthouse
And how so depressed I became
Because I didn’t know of your pain
But when I learned of it by puzzle
And Pieced it up till now
In my overbearing hatred, I provide the brightest spotlight out
So bright on you it emits a deafening sound
Your screams and your yells
To the alarm clock ring bells
When the next day begins
With the sunlight like a beam
On our tired eyes we pretend
We didn’t notice the chains
Or the holes in your blouse
With the red glistening stains
We smile to each other
As the spotlight regains
Beholden to the spotlight
We play our part again

* I lik 2 mak poemZ

I dik u doWn wit My dickIeS up
Don giv a fuk pour my dubble cup
I dicked Ur bitch wit my pInkiE uP
Playin patriks suNg whiLe u fluff my NUtz
I fuk ArounD lik I giv a FUK
BUt SHI Got Old so we ENTerBReed
I nutted DoWn thrEw ur Bubble butt
AN itz dripin down to ur fukin kneeZ
An U clean up CUZ you love to FUK
SLurp It Down LIk A SluSHY BRUH
Or LetZ TRADE HANDZ if you feelin CUH
We ALL knoW YOU A SNEAKY SLUT
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* What's Left to Save?

A decent man was once a day
And a day was once his yesterlay
A filthy folly trigger
Beyond the need for heeding some say
Lay myself beyond itself
For being one without ones self
Is a real way to live beyond the grave
If I already died
What's left to save?
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* Sewer Poem 

What do you do 
When you toss a lifeline 
To the one who won't choose 
You let them go 
You let them know 
You let them go 
To save your own 
Its not too late 
They always say 
But the choice was made 
Well before it came today 
Its so long been coming 
The subtle road rotting back to back 
If I had to know 
I know what I'll do 
If I can push you toward
A brand new road
I'd let you go 
I'd let you know 
I'd let you go 
To save your own 
Because for me 
Their is no saving back 
Its just the road we chose
So long a ago 
Yet we didn't know 
How dismayed this road 
so far below 
Our sight to know 
When you already miles from another road 
You can't save this thought 
Its better not to know 
So I let it go 
I let me know 
I let it go 
To save my own 
I walk down this road
Because I want to 
Not for enjoyment 
This is the lie to give 
When no roads left to feel important 
Hope here has gone impotent 
By severing our seeds of enjoyment 
For nothing is here just because it is good 
But rather its to keep moving forward 
From the black hole behind our backs 
Their is no turning back
To do so is to die 
To sit is to suicide
To make do is to try 
Even through lilac air tonight 
I can feel reality still intact 
Like guttural nightmares to scurry back 
To a place that displaces you off the map 
Into an underground world 
Like a corpse womb 
Decayed and rotten to the core too 
With its umbilical cord strap to my neck 
Bringing me back 
To the drugs and the lifestyle  
That nourished me to stand 
On my two flat feet
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* Slit at the Door

Just a crack at the door 
A slither of bright 
An awash of reality 
Just waiting out there for me 
And I just can't bring 
Myself to be 
To step out outside 
My safe space of fantasy
Some have tried 
To save me out
And instead they die 
Within this cloud 
Which never resides 
But integrates and multiplies 
Until nothing is real
Only fantasy in our eyes 
This is who I am 
To not to be a person 
But rather 
A collection 
Of what I wanted to be 
And I can embody that person still
Within the contents of my head 
If I never leave this place
With the door bolted instead 
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* Descriptive Bleak 

A rotting cage, emanating curtails and waves
Of subtle smells of death
Upon my breath, and in my face
A loose light ray that seeps through tape
Like a tracer beam bouncing off the blackout seams
Grazing the infinite walls that bleed
Clouds of f2f2ED
Dead skin curtains etched again excrete
With rays cooking human fumes within
And so its exoskeleton is dimly glazed 
By the curtains x-rayed by a summers day
Zig-zagged stitch form my prison bars amidst
A hollow shallow chipped bed
As slits of light steal my daily night
As I slouch aimless in a hibernating hint 
That sea of countless hours
discombobulated by black wires
That tangle me in their rubber webs
In my RGB shrine, for its the only daylight
I could ever stand in my night to see
The data heaps
Grabbing a hold of me
Paralyzing my choice to be
As the spider lay dormant
On my desktop with its cyclops beacon
Like a light house stuttering
Its suckling on my history 
Upon every terabyte about my dreams
It's cocooning me
Its melting me
In a deep dark web
I can never untangle free
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* Its Not About the Past 

Its not about chasing or reliving the past
Its usually revisiting bitter parts of those lives that we had 
We go back because that's just all that's ever managed to last 
We just want the unstoppable time that we had back 
No matter how resentful, bitter, depressing or bad 
We want that lost innocence to surpass 
This world that rapes us into bags 
Of bags of bags strapped mortality on our backs 
Until that day that it comes when we finally begin to snap 
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* Poems Now These Days (2DUE) 

Modern poems feel like fractured paragraphs these days
A paragraph pretending to be as thin as a poems page 
Make no mistake 
I respect people reverting what people "ought to say"
But it feels cheap when the cost 
Is everybody typing the very same 
Is my poems as guilty as I say?
I like poems when the sneak it in
Not to much but subtly 
I am not too fond 
Where every line is a broken page
What could have been said in one 
Is now 10 pages late 
I think I am  guilty of this too 
But like them 
Its my poem and my way 
And whos to say I need to sit and seethe 
To be boxed in this arbituary cage?
Maybe I should go the Atticus way 
Hes gotten real money through subpar and lame 
Who's to say even I would be lucky?
Even if I did the very same? 
Its all about the money 
But for me its all about the fame 
But even when I have very little 
I do these things anyways 
I would like to think its more about whats really on the page 
Than it is the paise to know 
Stealing my fantasies confidence and appeal
But I just don't care to show real 
Of any progress or any post 
I am safe right here in verbose  
Where a question heads right back to a topic- ALways the same 
That something which I keep hijacking 
On every topic I speak 
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* Sometimes (2DUE)

Sometimes you have to bounce from these 2 edges of extremes
To truly assess where the middle is located 
Whats the middle of death or living? 
Its what we call never existing 
I talk of netural and this is it 
What better than never been 
To rid the need to contemplate this 

Being interested in your child's welfare can be as easy as caring for your own  
So long as your not psychotic or a masochist 
Or anything in between 
I'm talking about the "sane" people who do it out of love 
But I sense they are living through them too 
I never remembered telling my parents in a non existent purgatory 
Go ahead and have me you fools!
They say its selfish to suicide 
Well same goes for how I came into this so called life 
Who wronged first- NOT I 
I am merely fixing this wrong through suicide 

And its all suicide but they always say 
Don't take the express noose lane 
Rather drug yourself up till you die from your prescribed killers of pain 
Yet their painless mode has conjured up their own phantom pains 
In which you have no one else but your brain to really blame 
Yet you forget its all the same
All of life is just merely a head game 
When your worst enemy is always yourself to blame
No matter the pills nor what your counselors try to save
Is suicide really insane?
You could have the serial killer giving you good reasons WHY 
And everybody says the same shit like a gospel they don't even read after church service tonight 

GUESS WHAT 

People do have good reasons to suicide 
Like that killer who can't help but try 
Let the mother fucker rid himself his shark ways- alright 
And who the FUCK knows better than I 
When life is enough for me tonight? 
I won't pull the LOOK WHAT YOU MADE ME DO 
If you won't pull the HOW COULD YOU LEAVE US LIKE THIS 
Lets just agree to disagree 
You fucking stupid hood ass BITCH 
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* Residue (2DUE)

I take showers right before I sweat for hours
And munch on candy right I after I brush my teeth 
I go to sleep when I should be awake 
And accidently melt clipper guards in the air fryer today 
I think when I should be asleep
I fail right after suceeding 
I spend my money I saved through my years
On things I can't find 
Probably in the garbage somewhere 
I throw away my new fitted clothes 
For the same old rags I've grown to know
I maxamilize 
Then minimalze 
Fron Overly social
To barely seeing anyones eyes 
It feels so normal for I 
To never show up to my favorite events 
I throw away art I wanted to send 
I intellectualize right after getting high 
And act high while I'm sober and fine 
I see the black right after I only thought white 
Its so normal to feel right on each others side 
I fully trust the man I was sure paranoid about
And I fully hate the people I love 
And I love the people who fully hate me 
It seems to blossom toward any encounter to be 
I believe in the very things I disbelieve 
And fully reject the those things right inside of me 
And I became the very thing I can never attempt to be 
That project in some attempt to make peace or piece it out for you to see 
Like slides of seperate entities 
They come and go as they please 
And time makes them come out more suddenly 
The price of clarity 
IS true INSANITY 
It has me so scared that I am running back to that OLD ME 
But I can't even attempt to be HE 
He was the more successful part I should be 
But even that failed in him as he was obessing over being me!
When the shift from complexity to mere subtlety 
As I roam adrift inside mental scripts 
Where I can not access notes of where this or that goes 
Anyones guess is as good as mine soooo...
I just don't know...
How to fix this inverted sore 
That aches all over my mind 
My body and also much much more 
Inverted gallore 
Residue from some past experience shit 
Its toxic and smells alot like you 
It makes me daydream to sleep in micro whiffs of sniffing 
Of course, sniffing on a ruse 
Its as if I am huffing gorrilla glue 
Its a nice goodbye out of real life today 
Live a little they say 
Yet the little I've lived has me like this ALWAYS 
How about you unlive your swindle of a life you call happy rays 
You got radiation posioning from it and I hope you have good insurance in someway 
You're looking at the FIX 
But NEVER the fucking BILL 
I'm looking at the price 
And I say NO WAY IN HELL 
Its not worth my life to sell 
To another minimum wage taco bell 
Its a curse to be invested yet willingly fail 
To fake a rock from clumped up sand as you breath blows me to hell 
To climb back to a mothers nest while the rest are still flying still 
Its these kind of sores
As I wadle back inside it and I barely can fit my head in anymore 
Im so rigid in my chaos 
And I am so inconsitently consistent 
That I smile cause it hurts 
And it hurts because I smile 
Yet I am still so in denial 
That my undenial makes me that much worse 
Lifes simple with a dimple 
Where parts of my brain used to be 
Its extra baggage!
Let time eat my skull free 
So I forget all this insanity 
Self-aware is a masochists wetdream 
Luckly for I 
I am both sadly 

I know for if I loved you
It is destiny for me to never be seen
Yet the one I see everyday
Would hardly bat my eye someway

For I take pride in my ability toward great sounds
Yet I razor blade with Zero guard
Right over my ears hair cells

It won't make use to know insane
When insane brought you to know
And yet it did no help

Endless preventable aging in any which way
While obsessing and spending time on things impossible to change

A submissive friend to stuck up perfection
Yet a willing participant to my own destruction
A last resort to cobble up deception
To keep me from my pod of death reflection

I push myself to do the deed anyways
And It gets eaiser and easier when their is my reasons along the way
I've provide myself with the necessary mental notes

To release the darkest despair that I seem to roam alone

People talk right over me, like I am not even there
And I don't blame them to do it anways, since most of the time I just don't care

I really lack a need for needing anyone and still it seems
I fall apart in an any side that I think

You just get too close
OR I get too far
Its never the middle of the road
Its in the middle of that part
Of the middle of that start
Where in the middle of my sentences
I let out a sign that I compensate hard
I know that much, for its my harsh
Side to know that I'm aware of parts
Of things I shouldn't know
And yet those very things led my cart
To some odd distorted wasteland
Which is my own company I lend
As I talk with my self
And roam in my bed
To try to find one stance I can try
To feel the weight of my brow
Edge me to my pillow
And finally sleep and just sit still

I want to kill
But I save the evil deed for time
Yet the humans I yearn too razor them up
Put a smile on my eye as it's not wise to show them still

Just in some alternate reality
Could I carve you a face
That you gave me on and off again
for the rest of my days

Indent you inside out on some concrete floor
Yet I pussy out fast when the time comes to have that

Then I just knocked out some face
2 feet taller then me

Just because I had to do it
For the sake of protecting some stranger I hate


I shrug off the talents
That have people begging my way
As I beg for people to show such praise
For something I have no buisness in doing anyday

For its a burden to sit in perfection
As perfection brings no resolve my way
SO I stack my untalents to evade the shame
Of knowing it will bring me nothing to save

I could have been what I wanted
But thats not who I am

Because I started wanting the very things
That make me want to wander in

Within the gapping void that has me nostalgic for him

To sacrafice myself 

To escape the one who I really am







I'll be addicted to you 
So much I will avoid you always 
When fail to pick up your phone 
Never needed you anyways 
In fact I prefer to go years of never picking the phone up at all 
Yet another moment I fear theirs no one left to call 
I feel better so much alone
Then other flesh beyond my own
Yet either way I fall apart 
Never finding a middle start 
I am nothing more than an desperate call anyway 
When other people are deserate to call anyone but me 
And yet thats when my phone rings 
Thats why I lie when I say next time I'll try 
In some middle of the week that I will start to come by 
Two face goes both ways
And I forgotten who started this 
But It's baggage I dont care to save 
I'll dump them all- and it feels good that way 
Alone away from gossip 
And away from temptations to say 
All the secrets I keep hidden away 
Yet I tell them all today 
What use to lock my doors 
When my mind is open for you to save 
Anytime, a click away 
Or any time you need a way 
To hijack my life for your positive gain 
I'll fortress up my home 
And at the same time let you in 
Then kick you at just as the same I let you stay 
I can't say its just pretend
I guess Its just the way that I am
I hate you all the same 
And yet I appease you all to death 
When it turns to me to blame 
I won't have much sympathy to gain 
I have no unease to say 
I would kill you if I could someday 
And at the same time I could make your day 
It could really can go either way 
But since I never cherished time 
I'd rather put you on this poem line 
And crush you down so thin you bleed 
In to my poem lines I send 
I tired of pretend almost everday 
That I care enough when people call my way 
But its the same courtesy they give when I ring  
But when that ends- I won't care if you never talk to me
I mostly never ring up anyone or anything 
And at the same time I yearn for someone promising 
My friends arent here to stay 
What use is posion for me anyways? 
I am the posion I give away
And it leaks beyond my cave 
I won't allow anyone else again
I just can't handle the baggage of calling someone my friend 
When time and time again 
I can never seem to lend 
A true connection within 
I hate them all the same 
And yet I wish them all good things
I just can't pick I side that I sit 
And yet every other day I say- AH! this is it!
This is my side and my wits 
Wait No- this is the side that I sit 
Damn, sorry- this be true of my wits 
Fuck, one more time- this is fucking it!\
I'm god damn tired of this shit 
Does no one else struggle with this? 
I'm so tired to live amdist 
Pretending to be human when I've never been

Can I tell you a laymans theory? 
That a senstive loving boy can be a serial killer someday?
That his life of spreading joy is at a cross roads of spreading sin 
If hes on extremes of positive 
He can also turn so negitive
If life was changed in this unsubtle way
Would I be the one who calls away 
With someone to call my own 
And friends who are here to stay 
And I would never question why try 
But rather question what I could do for them today

Can such a being coexist at anytime on anyday 
To switch these modes in the most unsubtlest of ways  
I can bring you up so high 
And tear you down beyond the ground 
I can make you laugh with such truest pride 
And I can shame you through our town 
I can turn your strife to kind 
And I can turn your kind to frowns 
But I can never fucking try 
TO FIND THE MIDDLE GROUND 

BUT I LOVE YOU NOW 
lets forget the past 
Did you see how much I am less 
Than the abusive streak you've seen 
I PROMISE I broke off that side of me 
You are my lover and friend 
How could I pretend I so hate 
Such a perfect girl always 
With gods ratio for a face
I believe this without a trace 

Of the other half I tucked away 

I wish to be and stay in THIS
But I always change to another 
No matter the difference
If I could stay in the cloud of loving you- I would try 
Yet I tried so many times 
But what goes up- must come down  
And I know it just about time 
That I turn around while you cry 
Why am I doing this- WHY? 
No matter how good our life 
I'm back to the opposite side of I 
Why the fuck am I so awry 
But they say I look soo nice
HAHA they couldn't be even more wrong 

Living is suicide 
Dying is my way of life 
 
But it always goes back 
Back to the root of the problem 

Tis only I! 

I only wake to fall back to sleep 
And yet another day
Awake is all I see 
After days I take anything I can eat 
And then the thought to feast 
Won't come back until next week 
When my hobbies become burdens 
And my burdens become hobbies 
And the in your face me 
Becomes a slit behind the scenes 
I abstained from medicating
Months on end 
To full fledged addict 
on and off again 
I overly clean every spec in the roam 
Yet now I let the trash stack and pile in the room 
Its like its always two people fighting inside me 
For a war that never ends 
But just keeps evolving 

For me it feels emotions have a cap 
A resivoir you spill 
And I let the waterfall go 
Until I have nothing left to fill 
I'm so detached I can't fake 
That I care what anyone has to say 
In my body I want you 
But my minds pushing you away 
For I can convert this whole into some meta gitfork 
And let my glitch code run havoc to the terminal page
Its my world and here I am safe to stay 
Forever on my own in an auditory cage 
Where the guis of vsts talk back to me everyday 
To conversate through my diary of sounds that make 
Me cry and laugh like I did all those old days 
Its the only way I can 
When the music crutches my back 
To help me sit up straight 
Feel alive and help me face 
Some purpose in the world 
That I can make a change 
Every day the same old songs 
Re-worked many nights along 
Drifts of awareness and passing out 
To wake up to hear the sounds 
Of something I can never make my mind on now 
I can never catch this perfect wave 
In which it vibrates in my ears 
Like all the great music in my younger days 
I don't think I'll ever crack the code 
Of what makes music great 
But it won't make stop 
From always trying again  

Self hatred is most self obssesed thought I can ever feel 

Self hatred is putting your self too important to the world still 

If you knew no one roams 
With a microscope to see your wrongs 

You'd figure out you just think 
People care as much as you 

And this a worse fate than being that person unknown 

So you magnify the concidencies that somehow they'll want you gone 

In another battle of change to feel a certain way 

No matter how horrible, subconcious pulls you toward another day 

Upon other days of paranoia as you fill up your days 

With new goals in mind and a new purpose to feel ok 


Smiles turn inside out 
And laughter turns into frowns 
A criminal catcher once 
To criminalizing myself right now 
I model of a good citizen 
To a person that always goes to prision 

Its not grandoise to say 
That I've met perfection once 
In the form of a song 
And even perfection and I can't get along 
And so I turn it imperfect to just spin the wheel 
Its so perfect its not working 
I must make it so imperfectly perfect 
That I will reach my inner critic 
And have impressed for once in an infinite timeframe 

Can you not understand that I achieved perfect for a once in a lifetime chance 
And deleted it all 
Again and again 
Because even perfect is not enough for me in this cercumstance 
Then what the fuck am I chasing if it leads to no fullfement in the end

I yearn for those songs again 
That I will never hear 
For self-punishment, this is my sin 
It hurts so much to be the one that lets my hands 
Destroy hours and hours of time I'll never get back 
But with this I laugh 
Because it is that of my HANDS 
For I am the one that choose's this fate 
I am privledge to even destroy this sentence 
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* Make Me Normal Again!(2DUE)

Me and my blank slate
Morphed and progressed 
From my mosaic genome
Of prervious lives left

Lay the roadmap of my life 
Before I even try 
Free will is the religion I choose 
To combat this bitter strife 

Grandma and me 
Walked to the garden and she said 
Stop touching on that pesticide!
But I took a whif instead 

She bandaged up my mind 
And kissed me on my way to life 
Never knowing why 
Afterwards I modified 

Teacher and me 
Walked to the special teacher and said 
He fails to learn in class 
Despite his bobble like head 

SLP him for some time 
To make his brain more benign

Im sure well change his mind 
Just like the others waiting in line

Mommy and me
Went to a doctor and he said 
Your son has the worst ADD I've ever read 

I walked in circles since they pretend I'm never here 
Talking like I'm dead even though I'm sitting near 

10 miliagrams and then he can 
Be a normal little boy again 

Security and me
Went to the principal and he said 
I had fucking enough- call on his mom or his dad  

I didn't mean to fight, but those kids threatened my life
I'll react with all my spite, toward these adults and their oversights

6 day suspension and then I hope you can  
Come back to school and be a normal boy again

Father and me 
Went to the doctor and he said 
Your son has ODD and its the worst I've ever read

They talked in circles as I tire of ending up back here 
I just pretend that they are dead even though I am sitting near 

PCIT for a week and then he can
Possibly be quite normal again  

Me and my friend 
Went to his mom and he said 
I don't want him to be around- he is weird and such a drag 

I thought I really had someone close to watch my back 
Only to forever know, that friend was the last I had

Me, Myself and lies 
Made a pact to crucify 
Any hint of abuse they try 
I amoured up with another I 

I talk myself in circles until I believe in what I hear 
That I'm destined for these failures, and that I'm special inside my fear

Maybe if I hide myself and pretend 
I might have a shot at being normal again 


My girlfriend and me 
Went to a psychatrist and she said 
I had the worst NPD she has ever read 

I hide the notions that I know what she did 
Hiding the facts that I tapped her GPS

I'm sure its just his style, he seems ok and so well read
2 hours of reflective listening 
And your BF can be normal again

My attorney and me 
Went the judge and he said 

This is the worst case of psychopathy I have ever read 
I run circles via petitions but I keep ending up back in here 
With a judge whos looking suspicious With my life in prison so near 

80 years- No parole- then maybe you can 
Through steel bars, try to act like normal being again 

Me and my pruno
Made love until I bled 
Vomitting in toliets 
As quietly as I can 

I gangbanged with Tina
And any substance to get me wrecked 
I have nothing left to lose 
I have nothing left to dread 

Give a fuck about your miliscams 
I'm self medicating instead 

And suck my dick about your rules 
Of fucking being normal again 

My MCU and me 
Went to god and it said 
For in much wisdom is much vexation
and he who increases knowledge increases dread
Its in my sorrow for all thats next 
Alientation has kept me well fed

God says "kill him" and so I leaped 
At the throat of a guard until he was dead 

I did what you said and I say amen
Please take me up to your final holy land

My executioner and me 
Went to the electric chair and he said 

Your the worst case of failing I have ever read 
They ask for my word and I say " Go Ahead "
I'll just act like I am dead even though its coming next

1 minute shock and then you can 


And thats that 
I'm dead 
No miliscams changed my head 


And thats that 
They burnt my head 
No talk of change 
Or of overpaid death beds
Society hates me
And I think the same 
When Normal ends up like me
I hope they castrate you instead 

Not your fucking miliaSCAMS 
Or therapies can ever attest 
To changing a fuck up like me 
So stop fucking trying
And go back to fucking bed 
 
Not 10 miliagrams 
Not 100 miliagrams 
Not 2 hour reflective listening 
Not 80 years with no chance of parole 
The only time I felt close to feeling home
Is the second my mind leaves this obessive world toward this life they hurled   
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* Love to leave (2DUE) 

Read between my thoughts 

It goes upon anything or everything 
Inside little to nothing 
It won't stop 

Leave is what I love 
Live is what I leave 

Keep the tangents coming 
And I'll keep rejecting peace 

Listen to the way these thoughts bounce off 
Inside a hallow skull cave 

I won't help make sense anymore 
Sense is not what I care to take 
I won't do that anymore 
I only get fake nod shakes 

I get no satisfaction 
Satisfaction is hidden away 
With other peoples fathers 
Mothers, lives and children they had 

I hate another day 
Yet another day awaits for me 
My life is not as bad as I say 
Yet death seems so free 

Go ahead and be me 
Take this life if you care anyway 
I need a long vacation from this battered abode 
And I don't wish to ever come back 

Its not in my name anyways 
It belongs to the public now 

Its not of any use to me 
I'm gone in a slump 
Inside a full day of an actual week 
Of a copy paste slumbering wake 
Of going right back to sleep 
Wake and sleep 
And sleep and wake 
Time warp your years into days of nothing 
Time is cheap 
When you still have plenty to give away 
I have years and years more I can give away for free 
Go ahead 
Have them all on me 
Have my mind and my body 
I don't need them as much as you need me 
Go ahead 
Be me but don't tell nobody 
When you look through my eyes 
And realize what I always think 
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* Addicted to Deaf (2DUE)
  
The ever increasing hum
Like an alien drum
Pulsating in my head
Reverberating noise
Regurgitating mess
That none can hear or dread
Sirens haunt me in bed
Like waveform tails of church ring bells
In an infinite time loop
Forever reminding me
What it feels like to be used
As I awake it tells me today
Like loss signal waves on stations far away
The Waves distort and crackle
And sizzle by a single sound
Of a water droplet down
Like a nuclear warhead sound
And as Black rain trickles like acid to ears instead
Splattering and murdering me from only a shower head
I can't help but think
I shouldn't have been so foolish 
But its my debt 
But sound I must
And listen I do
The abrasive sounds of what use to only soothe
Obliterating me when I choose
To turn up the volume too
As I need to listen near
And every day it gets nearer here
For nothing worse than a musician to fear
The joy that gets you through every fucking year
To lose what was a promising career
The loss of being unable to hear
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* We Bring Each Other Out (2DUE)

Your all too sweet 
And I am all too mean 
You remind me to smile 
And I remind you to scream 
You make me touch that side of my inner child 
I make you turn into a black banshee 
You say how nice 
I say how shit 
You say be kind 
I say fuck this 
You say I love 
I say I hate 
You say I'm sorry 
I say no way 
You want to hug 
I want to fight 
You want my love 
I want your strife 
Some how I'm stuck with an angel so sweet 
And shes stuck with demon that is me 
We show how stupid we are in our extremes 
Yet sometimes we switch roles and its just to funny for me 
I love you 
You hate me 
We laugh it off cause its just too funny 
You wear my clothes 
And I sleep in your sheets 
A demon turned angel 
And Angel turned bleak 
We have more in common than most care to think 
In Abrams's of ways, your the inverted half of me 
Your so damn annoying in how you are so sweet 
But you are a special girl 
To find promise in the weak 
Are broken parts fit each others seams 
But this puzzle piece won't last a week 
Yet here we are in years that leap 
Your always on my mind as I think 
I've been trapped through life in a tv 
Always living as if it was no me 
But a man behind a tv 
No amount of mental gymnastics could ever change me 
But you change my way even if it was just a week 
I wish I could stay with you in the early mornings of that hotel 
Where we would lie together naked making fun of the TV shows 
Yet I don't want to know anymore than I knew 
I don't want to ruin the fun I had with you 
Its that type of person that hates you so much they love you 
Because somehow that love had to be fake 
I've been waiting for the curtain to fall every single day 
But I was the only one that pushed it off anyways 
Could you understand me when I understand these 
Ways that I am insane yet lucid but still hoping 
I can pay you back a smile today 
Or fuck it forever always 
To be that someone you always saw in me 
I hope I could have been that someone in some other way
When your black hair was on my face 
I just felt so ashamed  
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* Living is the Disease (2DUE)
  
I won’t call you up because you might change my mind
Actually you can
You do it all the time
I won’t take a cruise or face joyous fears
Because its like clockwork
To get hooked back in here
And another round-bout to steer
Only this time 20 years
As I persist
Unwilling
Still
We feign a cheer
I won’t rob a bank or kill who I should
Theirs a long line to take
That takes more than knocking wood
I need it soon
I need it fast
And the hotel is just the place
No real I
No real luggage
Just a metal tube in my suitcase
Can’t turn back
Ever so now
This is the time and place
Of a short time-frame
I begin to erase this face
Who knows if I’ll always be as ready as I should
On this unnormal sunny day
Beckoning me to stay
And not this decadent blood filled sky
Just as rain drops begin to cry
Like god reaching for the greatest sight
To hand me before I try
I hate to say I would
But I do reach for his psy
Like a child reaching his mind to mom
Barely touching the surface of life
Even through my fractaling hood
I know this last strawberry to try
When facing the yellow tigers foot
I’ll know to keep my head high
Its me after all
Who snarled you toward absolved
Investing meaning involved
Like a carbon cutout should
Its such my way to show up late
To life’s infinite daily dues
I can’t even button up in your shirt
I can’t even try to put on your shoes
I don’t make it to even try
Even though I have to
Caressing the tigers wounds
It does nothing for me at all
I need a real solution
I need a quick resolve
So I choose within my hatred
And it is me to set the date
Rather than mother natures
Arbitrary fate
And not this perfect bloody day
Will ever change my mind
I can see through life’s ruse
Living is the disease we choose
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* So You Wanna Play the Minimalist Game? (2DUE) 

So you wanna play the minimalist game? 
Trading in your walmart clothes with a single pair of gucci drip overalls 
You keep cutting shit out till your house permenetly looks like you always moving out 
You watch those videos where everything is naked and barren 
Like the inner world you are in 
Erasing whatevers left of human 
Idiots crave complexity 
geniuses craves simplicty 
So whats more simple 
THAN BEING NOTHING
LOL
No need for clothes 
No need for food BRO
No need to compare myself to you 
DAM STRAIGHT FOO
No house to fill things with dribble 
YEA Fuck Kindles 
No need to fill these tears with stuff 
U mean Like Online reputation snuff ;)
No need for a job to slave away until I am old 
Wat bout ur fam doe ;I
No need for tips on how to be a minimalist 
AKA I use ARCH BTW BITCH
You assholes should take notes on how it should really be 
Wat u mean! I use VIM u fuckin slaves 
A maximum minimlist is one that never was existing 
What the fuck is more minimalist then death?
My nuts in your mommas gutZ rite after I left 
If a blank canvas from walmart consititues a minimalist paradise 
With a price tag to back it up 
Then what are you waiting for you fat fuck? 
Don't take this shit seriously bub 
Go spam another link 
Your a piece of funny work 
Clogging up the kitchen sink  
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* It Never Felt Much Like Playing Around [2DUE] 

It never felt much like playing around 
The kids would bite and smear them on me 
They said thats how recess is all about 
Never felt like playing around to me 
I told the teachers but I could sense they thought I was weak
The kids made fun of me 
But not even the adults could help me 
Everyones so cold to me 
Is it normal to cry on my way to school 
Everyday on everweek 
It was always a habit that I knew when I had a friend 
I realized later on they were just making fun of me again 
This cycle persists again and again and again 
I told the teachers and they made me feel it was in my head 
I can't help but hurt inside 
These tears are real and I see them on my bed 
My teachers are just so cold just like the kids they said 
Everyone just seems to give me the cold shoulder again 
Until one day I made sure to never allow anyone else in 
Is it normal to cry in a corner of every house
In places where no one can bother me 
Slowly my life began to magnify 
The inside grew and the outside became less in my life 
My sorrow turned to hate 
And my timidness turned to destain
And I became a hypocrete 
Turning into an abusive man 
Its like a virus overtaking me 
Just like the people who gave it to me 
I feel its transfering into everything I see 
I bleed the color out the room by just being me 
I hardly feel sorry for myself or society 
I remind myself not to react to any positivity 
Or negitivity since it all feels the same 
Intruding in my thoughts or my invisible safe space 
I let my ideals go 
That I have friends or a good life with the best time 
I just want to be left alone in seclusion well in the night 

They said thats how we kids play 
But I know they only say this 
To sneak a bite always 
But when I bite right back 
I get thown in that corner everyother day 
They all point to me 
The teacher sends me home 
It was the first time I have ever known 
It is a privledge to be alone 

Somehow they still are inside my head 
Pretending to be me instead 
I can never depict them out 
Maybe that really is me now 


Sometimes a situation spawns up a side of me 
An akward anxiety 
Where tears might flow out of me 
They never come but they get translated into anger or rage 
And It still hurts to this very day 

Just fucking go away 

These playfull fighting 
It was never inviting 
I will always distrust someone to play around me 
Forever in my thoughts their will be a prevading shock 
On how these people around me have real friends and they never stop 
I never had a real friend that lasted more than a year 
And the so called ones who stick around 
Were never close to me here
And thats me that makes it so 
Its obessions toward never getting close 

I see right through every person I am near 
It just makes me want to give up being here 
I am just not the person to understand how to interact here 
Its just simpler alone 
And simpler to be feared 
In some disguise of my own 
So that no one ever comes near 

Everytime I meet somebody 
They just remind me why I am here 
So just fuck it all 
I accept my fate out of here 

So many times a friend breaks a trust or a pack 
How can I blame them for what they did when I became that 
I can't follow through so why expect she might last 
I can't expect myself to even be what I give back  

So many times the world has told 
So never will I try to get closer to anyone 
I lost the need or the will 
So why pretend that I will 
I will never be the same 
And yet I will hardly ever change 

This distrust is addictive 
Even my family members seem vindictive 
I see it inside me to tear apart 
Every single little interaction to shards 
I pick up each piece to analyze it to insanity 
To justify my mental positioning 
To evade the impulse of hyper-emotions I reak 

Is it normal to cry back home every day of everweek 
I feel like I used up all my tears for the rest of the century 
Maybe thats why they never work 
Maybe thats why my eyes are dried out 
Hallowed out by the need to avoid everyone around 
I just want a world for myself now 
In some place with out a friend 
Without my family 
I get no joy with anyone 
But I am still stuck with me 
Everyone keeps reminding me 
And I keep reminding them too 
That its best we never see each other 
Thats why I am the first to always leave 
I'm so used to this I don't bat an eye as the chances keep closing 
On a so called better life or better job or better me 
I know its all horseshit
Its all talk and its just fantasy 
I have my own inside my head 
But this one is almost free 
Fuck what society keeps trying to force into me 
I had enough of the pain and enough of the rejecting sprees 
I know what I am and you will not keep hurting me 

I hate everything around me 
I hate just being around me 
Can't someone trade places inside me 
Can't I die somewhere now peacfully   
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* How Long? (2DUE)
  
Is there someone to treat you right?
Like yes men who knows not no
Stick a nose too close 
It might comeback bare 
Stick your ears inside 
And you will hear flat lines 
For close to know
That bridge to past 
These old clocks 
Are becoming me fast 
Its so unknew 
To see the old getting new 
That's when you know 
You're the oldest in the room
Will ever life treat me right? 
My teeth feel cheap 
And my spine caves Like
My eyes littering back
Through my days of only nights 
My lantern is my LED phone 
Laying bare the chipped fragments of my hard drive
It all used to be their 
My deepest shots and my rarest muse 
All gone through a hammer 
15 years all gone 
I think to myself 
There would have been the same day 
And it would not have taken long 
Life's all about 
How long? 
How long? 
How long can you hold up 
To keep the delicate parts 
Of what makes you you? 
Are you really free? 
To give it up piece by piece 
By the end of each week?
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* Forever

If nothing is forever 
Than why is death forever?
And if forever is what we strive to be 
Is death all we'll ever achieve?
Forever is not a place in time 
Yet your death is a middle timeline 
Between not being and breathing 
And to back to never being 
Doesn't seem like forever at all 
A mere artifact from a perspective of wrong 
Billions of years before me and billions of years ahead me 
I'm merely between the horizon 
Of absolute uncertainties 
To believe I could live after I die 
Could be I lived before my own life 
Death is unknown, no matter how erudite 
Yet life pushes some to take the risk this very night
At least here we can pretend to know what is wrong and what we claim is right
But death is a realm unscathed by any living form of human sight 
Even as my sun bleached bones 
Scatter like ledgers in WIFI scans 
For now I am still here in my life-chains 
Doing the very simple things a human can
Who can gawk a man not pretending to be god?
I do what I do best
Wasting time on this death façade
Even rocks can not pretend more than What they can 
So why must we pretend to do what we always can't 
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* In Memory of my SSD, Who Corrupted My Poem
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#+latex: \clearpage
* View 

Centuries grew an objective view 
If you stood the test of time 
To rewind it back when no one knew 
Or cared to see your life 
What steps you took?
Could you rewind these again?
And still end up a century beyond the bitter bends
Beyond the state of being beyond alive
Lie my re-try to need I why 
I for books my burn not why?
Tonight I felt such suicide 
When I learn my lifes in vein to even try 
Viewing time- knowing life again bends alive- why? 
Suicide such felt really- who am I to tell it silly
I Am the silly sign of what won't come foward through time 
Stuck I am- Lie my re-try to need I why 
Less feel still- I for books my burn not why?
Slain my books- I need not even to say 
Try even to vein in lifes exponential suicidic ways 
Ending up in a state- beyond the state of even re-tries 
To retry the state of being beyond- at the cost of suicide
Beyond alive is where I reside 
The lie I try- to need for- why?
Why I must- yet no relief- why?
My Footsteps have been changing 
My old foot can't fit the pavement 
Or solve the curious footprints 
I left down the basement 
I can't re-step my lowest life 
An overstep can't be re-tried 
I am the silly sign of what won't come foward through time 
Stuck I am- so lie- OK- Lie my re-try to need I why 
I am who I am- but when I think- really, AM I? 
Or am I who I am when I lie that I need my lies?
Lying inside my re-retries- my lies- im stuck for life
In the sea of words- they must 
Float me away from the page today 
Footprints are my words 
For its the shoe they caught always 
Not the wither sole of the print they call me anyways 
Locations can say more than a person could really claim 
I am the basment and my souls have been claimed 
But curiously- my foot prints exactly the same 
I am who I am- but when I think- really- I AM 
For am I suicide- just merely personified?
Who am I, but not a being that tries 
To rid the next tomorrow night 
Time will take me even beyond my life 
So let it be in vein to write as even as I try 
I won't shame in living such a micro strife 
Let it be a gift that I have so little time
Because I'm finally over its reasons I should reside 
In these extra years-yes, I am afraid I have no fear 
When the next 40 floors up, is the way I'll get out of here
Stuck I am- so I lie- please say- lie my re-try to need I why
I am what I can't- so in theory- their is no I 
Just a mere suicide personified 
When I write through you 
When I say goodbye 
Even if
Beyond alive
I could stand this test of time 
Theirs a black whole inside these lines
And nothing will ever be enough to ever satisfy 

I will take them eventually and die 
When I learn my life is in vein to even try 
It seems my standards cause an effect of thinking suicide 
It seems so verbose to claim that claim that I 
Have such power to even last a lifetime 
In bitter spite maybe I should shelf it for a past time 
To keep to ones self sheltered to cross realities lines

* Cities Breathing Down My Breath 

Cities breathing down my breath 
With a fog of dogs barking in a town called unkempt 
As apartment windows allow me in 
What use are walls when they are so thin 
That I can hear whispers down the street again 
When a block that used to be a whole city- well its crunch time 
Where no time is escape- the cities always awake 
To give me news every other lie  
That someone died on my street today
Who knew cracking a window could be such a risk always 
But even these thin walls can keep the heat like a sauna 
While fireworks explodes in the lastest of the nights 
Feels like a warzone and this city doest even have to try 
Yet nothings cheap out here 
For everyones fighting for a piece of happiness 
Cloaked in supermarkets and anytime-loans 
Even as I write- the city moans 
In shots the could be a gun or popped light 
In this city, I never know what insanities await on any time 
You just try to find a way 
Or just move to another state 
But every where I go 
It seems to turn to this always 
Even with an abundance of food and modern cars
Somehow everyones falling apart 
They always have somewhere to be 
Down another interview and another sleepless week 
Is it a crime that I have a morbid fascination? 
Of the people who I and society hate 
In the very place that breed them here 
Will you ban the horror shows that I watch on my own time too? 
Inside a firewall of the cities internet locks 
I'm not dangerous, I'm in a dangerous place 
And this propells me to act and feel this way 
So why is everyone I am scared of 
Thinking I am the criminal in the chatroom? 
Is it the reason that you think that I think like you do? 
Or because I fit the ruse 
Because I can't wear a nice trentch coat- barely 7 in the night 
Without the cops breathing down my side- asking why I'm walking so high 
Or to just let off some steam that you take for real life 
I have no plans to bring anyone with I 
Down my poems of hate and supposed crime 
Is it a crime to release this bitter darkside? 
In the only way I can, as I type again and again 
You need not worry about me 
I feel safe when I think 
I need not kill, for I killed you in my head 
Again and again 
As I type it instead 
This is the same as film 
Who glorifies the dead 
Just leave me alone 
I have no criminal record as evidence 
Also I didn't know the pricetag would color what I say 
Its funny how the more you pay, the more you appreciate what I have to say 
I mean if you're spending this infinite change 
You must have to believe it all the way 
But where were you when it was free 
When I was telling it to anyone down the street 
I don't feel much remorse that I changed 
When your actions are telling me its the better way 
So pay up so I can live another day 
In this city of endless window panes 
Why must I fail right after successfull stings 
Yet the failures move me on to better things 
Its Sturgeon's law inbedded in me
90 percent is just not worth showing 
But by that logic, this law might not be even worth adopting 
Like the city, these homes arent worth living or knowing 
Yet here I am showing my trash so suddenly 
I don't know where else to go so I put it here
The 10 percent don't know how good they have up their 
Yet I won't forget that I have a 10 percent to choose 
That might be worth a scroll or 2
Is this why pizzas the only thing I feel to eat 
Packed with compounds of glutamate
Meaningful complexitiy is in the simplest of things 
And the rest are merely complex just for its own sake, it seems 
The space between the lines can speak as much pages as what I say 
So It would be nice to know 
What to post or what to delete 
But now, I think 90 percent might not last the week 
I'll post here just to use as a broken link 
To fit in another poem that soon discovers me 
Proverty forces creativity 
At the cost of that corprate sheen 
But like shiny products 
The chemcials it takes to get it shiny 
Ain't worth my money
nor the hazardous steam 

* Nothing Glamourous Here 

Nothing here galmourous- So I won't shed a ryhme
I'm sheding reality today 
I want the fog to drop 
Inside my lungs and let it glitch me out 
Outside my breath I can hear it now 
Those sounds I never thought to hear 
That bird sound was just a mere month ago 
I check on the phone 
I posted it 3 years ago 
Their goes my goals for today 
I might as well turn the car into a swamp 
Maybe then I'll shed a way

Picture the edges of your eyes sliding down to the weight of reality 
Its those subtle remarks that have you thinking if your wrong about what you think
When I come outside my car of fog 
I realize what I have been 
And so I run back through 
And turn it in a storm 
Of tears and freeway ramps, skidding suddenly  

* Agecest

I didnt know as a kid 
you become the people you hate 
And the people you hate 
Goes back to being a kid you now attend 
Its so shameful I cry I tear 
That all my anger is drowned with fear 
For what I am looking at is our fate 
Not even I wish on those I hate
How could you mirror the reality I face 
As you relive my younger days 
And I relive your older ways 
It feels like incest to treat you this way 
As a child of my own 
It makes me want to cry but I never say 
You were my god above for your the truth I prayed
That we can be some unit or family again 
It makes me sick to think I still can 
It makes me sad to feel what I can't 
I can't let you get in my way 
I must block out the change 
That your fading away 
And I will follow the same 
I am ashamed I treat you this way 
That my god is a child 
A helpless one that needs me 
I can't explain the dissonce of my denial 
You were the one that I treated this way 
It doesnt feel right that I am god today 
Why must we switch paths 
Please just let me pretend 
That I can snuggle under your arm 
and you tell me stories again 
And feel safe within your grasp 
As we dose off into another chance
Of the dance I always dance 
Of god and her creation
I such hate for her love 
But she can not underestimate 
That she is apart of my thoughts 
I can hear her on this page 
Guiding me on what she'll say if she came back 
Its all that I have 
Just my thoughts of her back 
When she was the one on her way 
To the hospital and back 
Saying she will love me forever 
To the moon, the stars, or a galaxy off the map 
I am here for you on this page 
But I won't be with you on this sad day 
I hope you forgive that I say 
That it is best we part ways 
I don't want to see you fade 
I want your image to stay the same 
I don't want to live to see that change 
So I left before it came 
 
* N PEE D
  
Ima smart tee tee poet
I just pop off some tags
From Allan or Dickson
AN U didn’t even know it
Im high IQ POET
On quora posting gold
And only the real ones
Will like it and know
Im a poet and writer
CAN’t U TELL I JUSS KNOW IT
CEO, designer
Weightlifter, Dancer
Black belt and womanizer
The next Leonardo whiner
I AM ALLAN an dickson
I SHOULD take all the credit
If you don like me now
YA GONNA REGRET IT
Ima smart tee tee poet
The world jus don know it
My mom say she know it
But why listen dat BITCH
Im to smart for these poets
I’m always on edge of da cusp
Of billions of dollars
Given by ELONG MUSk
An thos kids dat don beat me
And pushed me around
Im a spit at the top to YA GROUND
I’m that real shit no one knows
Im jack of all of tradez with your babe
what took you a year with five men
took me a short coffee break
Im a damn good alt poet
The world juss don show it
FUCK WHAT YOU THINK
But please come an watch me :(
Im a smart tee tee poet
Im still gonna post it
Im a smart tee tee poet
THe world gon know it
BITCH

* Self-Hell

I am a friend to myself
I don’t need no self help
And even when I do
I will drown it out with some booze
And it will even prove cheap to you
Than your 100 dollar per hour goon
Racking prescriptions by the hour
Just to keep you from catching his ruse
So I “choose” my poison to help reverse and de-evolve
By myself as thoughts that hurt just like magic dissolve
Icing this brain like a network stand still
As the glitches keep forming on my face and in my heels
And this modes laced to the max for full effect in my head
To produce an eclectic affect and dialect
Space bar pressed on a drunken damn fucking face

Waking up to a big ass space on this poem of waste

* Meh 

I keep picking the wrong demon to look up too
But that website knows me 
More than I ever could 
Its taking the words
Right out of my mind
Why do I resonate
With dark triads everytime 
That website might be you 
It could be days 
Or hours
Maybe after a sobering shower
I want a zen gardern 
While that deep website wants a skull garden 
Inverted ways of solice 
I hope I won't mind
To slip you cold in toward the dark 
You keep pushing the ways toward a more secure me 
Its the off the cuff trade 
Its Me with blunt reality 
Or you within manic fantasy 
Its a drug to not be inside of me
But rather be whatever keeps you thinking
And believing the lie I forgotten
Its the lie that keeps me living here 
As a paracosim with legs walking 
Living for the sake that here
Its a more criminal to suicide
Than it is to debauch toward blear 

* Library of Alexia 

The library of Alexa Will become 
Like the library of Alexandria
Cold stone dead servers 
On a urban cloud far away  

* Attention Economy 

The attention economy 
4 walls in the room 
Not counting the ones above me 
Or below me 
But that Bottomless scroll 
Of competing parties 
Toward every last eye ball roll 
To click me into rewards 
In that dimentionless medium 
Where the schizoids lead the way 
To the millions down the scroll wheel always 
My big brother only throws rope to save face 
Even when its made out of my crypto wallet exchange 
Under long user guidlines say 
In such a small text lettering pocket 

Please agree to what you should have read 

Snap in my stead 
Not to burden me with leaving 
Burden me with your indicating typers
When I see the wheel of loyalty 
As you click and hit send 

This is planet instant 
Where the purple hearts on my hamster wheel to catch another widens 

To counteract the aching feeling Like I wasted my life on a pixel farce 
To find me another alternative when its its spit image in the dark 
Compositional sketches on the frame work of rage and spite
Its all on the screens
All on the net 
And its what keeps me swiping by 


Chlorine smells 
In the bedsheets felt 
Like a numbness you get on sedate 
I can't tell you
How many times I swell 
At the thought of another link break
Yes I am over 18 years 
With a tails stick steady 
To wipe for any malware 
After I shutdown, wipe myself, and get ready 
With the numbness still traveling up my spine
Someday it will come 
When I'll pay for clicks 
When they brute force my past 
With any word that might stick 
To let them be free to roam inside my mind 
No privacy equals no dignity 
To be laid bare for anyone to see you 
Shrivel as one's mind tears apart
As the same duplicated maggot with mere secounds still left  
The new world is the public zoo and we are all on display 
Under the big magnifying glass of the new tech today 
So allow a public watch 
Of your diarrea on display 
With the cameras mounted at every angle 
You are our entertainment today 
You said you had nothing to hide
We humans hide it all 
The reality behind makeup and false hair
Or your true loves first snag 
When practicing similing to hide the flat affect
As you join your first awkward parenting class 
With the ache of some cavities
Of your not so secret infidelities 
In a kink of cheating life 
To prove you're neither a girl nor guy
Just simply a twisted steel lie  
They'll cast you out like we did not so long ago 
Well salem you into the digital firewall 
Until the only place thats left to go
Is inside the deep dark web

* Alchahola

Alchahola 
Weed and gooned 
3 screen splits
Tablets and tunes
Blown out speakers
Moan buzz away
Fermented piss 
In a stash hidden away 
Oh now on display 
Shining through light rays 
Of the the morning shade 
Booty licking summer switchin 
Tiny timmy tunez are grazin 
Earlobes shaking in a basement 
By the garden of your neighboors adjecent 
This is modern city life 
To cubisize every thought or sign 
From the ink you stained 
On some agreement you had 
That in 3 more years 
You'd still have a chance to last 
Do we ever make room for the random 
Or do we try to push it back 
Like we have any control at all
Its best crucify the innocent 
Than to damnify the guilty 
When its all geared toward imfamy 
The innocent becomes a figment
We all have a piece to chew
On the boiling molt of insanity 

* Life'n'Cancer

I am too tired to entertain angry 
And too fucked up to convince you otherwise 
Left it all up to another day 
That still keeps postponing
Someone asks 
(Are you ok?)
Why the fuck you care 
(Oh thanks for asking but I am fine)
She can tell by the way you stare 
(I am here if you need someone to talk too)
Maybe I am a little too harsh 
Won't make sense why she even cares 
This horse is way behind the cart 
I apreciate you offering, but it is not needed for now
Thank you 
Theirs nobody here
Im just a smile away from skipping chapters in my life 
I think she can sense nothing in here 
I think I scared her away 
She won't look at me anymore 
At the gas pump 
Wonder what I did? 
I can't remember the rest anymore
oh its allready been 6 years 
I get it
Maybe if I focused on living 
I'd relish more within it 
But its time to try new options 
That really solves my problem 
I don't have much use for living 
I don't have much to give out of dying
I gain nothing anymore from lying 
And I feel nothing anymore for trying 
Someways I zigzag the timeline 
Freeze my life in certain parts 
So they never leave and so I never leave them 
In a cacoon of my own decit 
Is the only way I know how 
How much further
Until reality breaks 
My thoughts are paper thin 
They just manifest right out of me 
And I can never keep ahold 
Of any good thing at all
Why even choose 
To type so loose 
Is their anything to be gained from this process at all? 
I lose sleep for this sentence yet it brings me no resolution 
And gains me no new knowledge 
Or meaningful connections 
To society 
I am getting tired of the same old fonts 
With the same bitter typeface
As I pound again and again 
With the same old rehtoric 
It seems method acting was in vain
With the same old prose with the same old themes
Could I squeeze me out cold to get something worth the pain?
It seems I will never get to that anwser 
Or maybe best I never know anyways 
You know the drill 
L I F E  I S  C A N C E R  

* TYPE SEARCH CLICK

Type something here 
Search something there 
Click on this page 
Download this share 
Don't fall behind 
On the digital landscape 
There will be no one left around you 
To bring you back up to speed 
A race toward the future 
Is a race toward the dead 
We all want to grow up 
Until grown up turns into dread 
Search the histories 
Curated by monopolies 
You will see 
The Ferris wheel we accompany

* Our Idea

Callous attachments
Partaking in juvenile delights 
Its fair I get to taste myself 
Once in a time or while 
From someone more deranged than I 
Step in line America 
We are subordinate's of frivolous crimes
Just for the fucking sake of it 
Used the money and I ripped sus skylar blue 
I don't remember what I did or what I said 
I circled the same blocks for hours on end 
Always reverted back to where I started 
And it's not often you see a face melted on a hood frame 
Crying on a phone with someone breathing on the other end 
Can't tell you what those tears are for 
Just know I made it back home 
I forward a text to vacant lots with myself waiting for me 
I don't remember what we did or said 
I just remember the look of his face in my head 
3am underneath a harsh lit parking lamp 
It was our idea instead

* Urbanopia 

Urbanopia 
Subvertia 
Prosumer carpet cleaners 
And corporate moisturizers 
A Consumer on repeat 
Notified by the beep 
Of ringtones from foreign bays 
Of seeds that sprout like webs in waves 
But deep in Urbanopia 
He lies as awake as a web crawler 
Catching all the pieces while they sleep 
The net never tires
We just stack the code on higher 
ancient O and 1s like pebble roads
Melded below modern attire 
It is of plastic and pcb stone 
Seeping through self soothing shows 
Of automated human roles 
To fill the void of what real humans could never understand 
A plateau of the baby lines 
And a stark cutoff for modern youthful lives 
Even through subvertia 
Their lies stains of attempts 
To reach some point in us 
In the never ending journey toward content 
Urbana is just a overlay for dystopia 
Like an OS theme you change 
You can change it to match your mood today 
But the core stills works the same 
Your signaling your mental state 
By the color you wear always 
Hiding away from internet heaven 
In Air gapped windows 7 
It seems my whole life now is inside a little pond 
Of terminals and text editor fonts 
Theirs only so much you can do to isolate 
But time will infect your pond someday 
I drown myself in this world away 
From a world of unknowns 
Of stark people and heavy handed states
With the same theme of everything's ok 
Is just an overlay for the malware to lie awake 
Covert is the new black today
Overtly promoted in a victimizing displays 
The whole worlds inside out insane 
My world is another way out this place 
I'm not fooled their is a way out my ways 
I am just a guilty as the next lamb they slayed 
You dip your mind in the net 
And you won't come back the same 
You won't ever know who you are 
Because you sold it toward a shill 
That has all the stats to make you bend at its will 
To think ones immune is not sane 
Our elephant rams its way 
We are just the guider in hopes someday
We can steer its path to our own will today 
And how can you compete with a entity 
That knows you out 
From the first words you typed 
To the last ones that you wrote now much
In a timeline you will never know how 
So many details your mind left out 
They have a hard copy in some servers house 
They know much more than your present mind can choose 
And they can connect dots to events that you never knew you would ever do 
I can push you on a string and leave the choice all up to you 
But I know its a 90 chance that you would do what I never told you 
And that the sinister new you 
Where one can destroy with it not known who 
Because I leave it up too you 
With my knowledge you choose what I want you too 
I just have to push you through the maze 
Through your illusion of free will you say 
In this time 
You will get back twice the hate you put in 
Forgive me if the holiday adds reminded me that I love you 
Its not often I get a chance to be reminded at all 
And I'd rather not go and try to call 
Most times I dial but pause 
But honestly fuck your urban walls 
That you curated me into halls 
Of kids stacked like sardines 
With nowhere to go but get pushed through the cookie cutter ring 

* What Am I Coming Too? 

What the world is coming too 
Where every shoulder has eyes on you 
When the video coverage smeers the truth 
Why it was once inane but now so true 
Is life turning your mind to smooth 
How would I know if I had to prove 
Every assertion I ever knew 
At somepoint I had to trust the proof 
But their is only so much a mind can trade 
Its scarce resources can't last all day 
How far to go in the rabbit cage 
The more I know, the less I freely say 
I never knew I thing upon anything at all 
And it touches upon every single wall 
Inside the house of Identification cards 
It seems the footage knows more than I could ever think 
To sink in the human dilema 
Of telephone from the latest brain 
Ideas move through time like viruses multiply
Theirs not the the truth the makes it make it 
But rather a combination of power and dispute 
Breeding conflict to multiply 
Myself won't last but my legacy will poison the mass 
Of privacyless on the hills with cameras inside of every daphadil 
With microphones imbeded in your mothers pills 
All the way down to where you are heading still 
Life is condensed on the internets dreams 
Of fostering clickbates on even governmental links 
When the world stinks of leaks 
As our data reaks the streets
The whole world will seap 
Inside the void of free
With the most sinister apostrophe 

* Wrought
Have you ever been wrought
To reasons why the lot 
Of people that save face 
Talk toward your inner thoughts laced
Like you look good for a mother 
Or well stead as a father 
When it was mere relative fodder  
To how young you knocked up harder
And Oh so fucked about your knowledge out 
As you had reason to flunk college now 
For anyone can look like youth as a parental sow
If they had their child as a still born soughed 
Inside the mind of a lay still framed house 
Born from a fragment of shrilled stillborn mouths  
As they play little yellow teeth Suckling through on a green breast to complete
Your broken piece you could not find without 
Some others accord heap 
And not your own fault line 
In a desperate kind of weak 
You come steal mine  
To have us crack away your bleak
Wrinkled cracked lines deep 
In That you really did try 
To convince me you knew best
To grasp on brittle lies 
Toward a mother figure to try,

vunerable and undressed

As you lie down caressing 
That living stillborn still 
Never let it be known

By your error alone 

That it only lasted through a missed pill 

* Costumes

The ploy to cry wolf 
As others see my sheep skin sag 
Seeing mutated canius lupus fur 
As black as the sky above halfmast 
Between the sunlight and this dark night 
To shed my wool for these guarded hairs 
Prickling under the hood of a innocent mass 
As a Sheep licking its wounds in the sand 
Grazing the fields where nobody can 
Alone in this journey to prove what I can't 
A I'll fitted suit is a clown costume you peruse
Through an isle of 1 dollar plastic costumes  
But its all that I have 
And they run away fast 
Inside another skin from the past 
Zipped up over what I was last 
It gets so hot in here 
The costume melds to my face 
I am a sheep and wolf
Even a tiger in a cage 
All condensed in a puke 
Of molten heat to erase 
On which part comes first 
The grandiosity or the shame?
In hell, its all in the pot 
Boiling to a stew of blame
When I take someone else's skin 
As that as my own 
When its so skin tight from a boil 
I can't tell that I don't know 
Where mine goes and theirs starts 
A frown in this costume 
Makes their skin smile and spark 
Its a skin so inverted 
It fits so imperfectly on my face 
So perfectly off centered
people get so carried away 
To call that wolf a monster 
Yet a monster as cage
When the saging wolfs skin 
Was actually melded over a sheep's face 
Some days I can wear it well 
And other days I feel the pain 
Of the friction between all these layers of costumes 
I wear upon everyday 
When the smile glitches at you 
So hard you must look away 
Run away if you can 
For I won't save you when I unzip it away 

* Empty

Could my cold steel touch 
Be enough to soothe your pain 
For the injury was from me too 
But your wish is to have me stay
What can I do to prove 
That I deserve another chance with you 
Their has been too many times 
That I proved best to leave the room 
I'm present in every room we partake 
In talking with what should be 
A families best days 
Yet not a day do I think of them at all 
It seems I'm blinded by the mirrors and reflections in my way 
I spent all my years 
On theories of what glasses I wearing 
That's hidden within what I am staring 
Inverting and distorting 
What any human ought to see 
For in my eyes 
It seems the issues always deflect off the lens I bleed  
To someone else I barely even know 
Always Anyone else In the world but me 
But as word gets around 
And as you can never take a hint 
Your with the only one that makes you empty 
When the figure you sell is not the one on the wall 
But the person you drown out to the other one you thought out 
I look at my friends that I never known at all 
I feel the dead space between the breaths 
Of my girl upon her breast 
I feel the shallowness in my breath 
Of speaking words I never meant 
Yet somehow I thought someday I can 
That it will grow into something more 
That wood can become human flesh 
I don't even think I could be wood 
I'm more like a metal mesh 
Of glitched out cage of where a human was erased 
I feel the distance today 
Everyday I feel the same 
And I know it was much worse for you 
The pain to see the day 
When realized I was no good for you 
I could not resist your smile 
That promised a road that I can change 
With your arm around mine
On days that could never be the same 
I brake the very things 
That people would trade their life to save 
I brake it with a smile 
For I always felt this way 
That these things don't ever last 
Perfect days escape 
Into the void from which they came 
And I am back to feeling the same 
Perfect days come and go 
Fuck it 
I don't need it anyway 
I earned my hard earned failure 
And I'd like to keep it this way 
I've earned my way to stop 
Stop myself from completing my nightmarish shame 
Not all lives can make it out 
Some lives are a limited time frame 
I'd like to keep this line of reasoning on the way 
As I cobble up the minutes I can 
To dish out my last escape 
An attempt to live out another day 
Within someone else's eyes 
Who can be that better person today 

The ploy to cry wolf 
As others see my sheep skin sag 
Seeing mutated canius lupus fur 
As black as the sky above halfmast 
Between the sunlight and this dark night 
To shed my wool for these guarded hairs 
Prickling under the hood of a innocent mass 
As a Sheep licking its wounds in the sand 
Grazing the fields where nobody can 
Alone in this journey to prove what I can't 
A I'll fitted suit is a clown costume you peruse
Through an isle of 1 dollar plastic costumes  
But its all that I have 
And they run away fast 
Inside another skin from the past 
Zipped up over what I was last 
It gets so hot in here 
The costume melds to my face 
I am a sheep and wolf
Even a tiger in a cage 
All condensed in a puke 
Of molten heat to erase 
On which part comes first 
The grandiosity or the shame?
In hell, its all in the pot 
Boiling to a stew of blame
When I take someone else's skin 
As that as my own 
When its so skin tight from a boil 
I can't tell that I don't know 
Where mine goes and theirs starts 
A frown in this costume 
Makes their skin smile and spark 
Its a skin so inverted 
It fits so imperfectly on my face 
So perfectly off centered
people get so carried away 
To call that wolf a monster 
Yet a monster as cage
When the saging wolfs skin 
Was actually melded over a sheep's face 
Some days I can wear it well 
And other days I feel the pain 
Of the friction between all these layers of costumes 
I wear upon everyday 
When the smile glitches at you 
So hard you must look away 
Run away if you can 
For I won't save you when I unzip it away 

* Friends

When a friend turns into an obligatory pain 
I wonder how many times she felt the same 
It seems she always felt this way 
But what use to speak truths when I am partly to blame 
What is a friend but merely an exchange 
In a world of transactions right down to pocket change
I'm aware of the gallons of loose blames that I spill 
On some so called private conversation 
On a leaked cam still 
What is a friend without intimacy? 
I call this modern life for me 
When you get called up as a last resort 
And you still do it to save face 
Even when you can't stand to see that goofy fucking face 
And its goofy because its fake 
Its so damn fake that it hurts 
Because I can't will myself too 
Pull out the gun first 
And pull the trigger before you blow off mine 
A goofy transaction turned into a dark sign 
A sign that I made a wrong move to keep you on the phoneline 
Aint nothing but a compiled sum of weak ties 
When I see your two face wasted on my hard drive 
When she dribbles on about academics too 
On the merry go round of 
"I've made a new life now" 
You changed... really how? 
Your exactly on the same road 
In a never ending round about 
I used to tell you what you didn't want to hear 
When I cared enough to help you here 
But when your gossiping mouth talked about my fears 
I help you change your poisons 
And I just say yes to everything now 
Anything you say was as good as what you said last 
And you lap that shit up 
Because you never cared what I really thought about this or that 
You're a poison seeker 
And I'm obliged to make you sicker 
As you cry on the phone 
It makes revenge so much sweeter
You were never a friend 
I caught on in the end 
You just kept playing pretend 
Too scared to be on your own 
So you sell out in your victim stance 
Your mom and dad made a toxic mess 
You call me for sympathy 
And you pretend you like 
What I have to say to gain time to bleed 
All your vomit into my mind
When she shows me art so shittly 
But as a friend, I think differently 
I enjoy the will to envoke 
Any emotion beyond a hope 
But when you pick up a brush 
With a smirk of better until 
Your angered by my canvas 
Always looking better than yours still 
Fucking up my time 
With an endless sea of single fucking stroke paintined lines 
From head to toe in your delusion of fine 
I show you a canvas I finally finished tonight  
You can't hide your expression of disappointment that I won 
What is a friend that really roots for another friends demise? 
This for me, is the roots of modern life 
What is but a friend that plays so much pretend 
It's a suicidal world in which living can play dead
When a friend just feels stuck 
Rather than care to see you and 
She comes on your doorstep
Whenever her other friends move away again 
Your desperation is transparent 
Sometimes I want to stab you in the head 
Many times over until your whole body is red 
I don't think I'll regret your pain 
Until a whole decade passed by against
My need to keep her in my messages 
As my mind is on a standstill 
What am I getting out of this 
Why the anger keeps instilled 
Modern friends are just a binge 
Of liabilities and fuckable unperscripted pills 
You think if you proved me right 
I would not kill your will 
If I could I very would 
Turn our friendship into skill 
For its all statistics and numbers 
And you keep showing up on missed calls 
Again and again saying nothing at all 
An exchange of services 
More like a homeless demanding for my change 
Your green eyes turned red from lack of sleep 
No one really knows you know me
I told nobody 
And to the grave, my friends won't know where I'm heading 
Get the fuck out of my life already 
I always signal you to go away 
I kept you off my contacts 
So no one knew we glaced each others ways 
Your insane and I kept my word 
To never let them know of your name 

* How To Pretends Self Harm is Cool

Self harm is so soothing 
When delusions say Kintsugi 
Fill my cracks with endless gold 
To hide the fact that one gets old 
Such makeup from the tears that slain 
Wrinkles and skin and the craters in my Brain 
From too many nights feeling exactly the same 
Staying awake with a promise- that its the last time again 
I know myself more 
That these pieces are fact 
That won't look OK with fools gold slapped on like a fad 
I trend when I am awake 
For I am lost in these days 
Where the gold fills the way 
Of my road in a farce escape 
Its nothing but verbose 
Verbose cause its shiny and rare cause we say 
Its important to fill with gold 
Where the cracks always stay 
24 caret surgeons always say 
Your architecture needs work 
Here's my card- but don't be late 
But its too late to bandaid cracks 
When prevention was the only way 
Who can navigate this life 
And make it out reasonably unchanged? 
Is unchanged even great? 
Is their any point to avoiding life always? 
Why shame those people 
Who trap house their body today 
With graffiti on their face 
To hide the valleys on their way 
From many days 
Of just feeling the same 
Filling it with gold 
Just doesn't do anything 
And gold could be my lapse 
Of turning pain into a art format 
To change it to some young teens tunes 
Where he's thinking- how cool 
How cool It is to be you 
And when you become me 
You really can see 
It's not a fad but a strife 
That you must live your whole life 
Its not some party trick game 
Or some trick-or-treat day 
Its not some modern overlay
Its real for me today 
Their is no escape 
From the model you choose to emulate 
You think you can mold yourself free 
Go into the oven and melt your insides morphing 
In desperation to try 
As you ask yourself why 
The model you choose 
Was the absolute worst life 
That's why I smash the cracks 
And mold them with liliac 
Silver is what I choosen today 
I have to experiment- even with drugs on the way 
I can hardly pretend 
That self harm is an escape 
When awake to fill the scars 
I choose to scratch away 
And let my own blood fill the gaps 
With red lines between the cracks 
Fuck what I had 
Let's get this over with- very fast 
I live my life like it won't last 
And by my own accord
No-ones here to be mad 
For this body is just a fad 
I can feel it
I can fill it at last 
To look in the mirror 
And not give a single fuck 
To fill in the cracks 

* Congos Of Paradise

That sad girl down the street told me 
Don't risk time around like its cheap 
I said its only going to be for a week 

Well she was right 
That week turned me antique
And its not like my lifes gonna get any better
Just knowing, makes me want to push my seams 
As skin tears from the underscores that I wear 
I left them in the air so I can breathe  


And so I roam around 
My house, just lounge 
The sirens now, Consuming my sound 
I just walk around, my city 
Down south, just looking 
Around, to remind 
Myself how 


I'm never alone, I got myself to look after right now 
And I've been thinking just now, what the fuck is the point
I can't walk this late down town 
I've been searching for the very things that make me feel i'll and weak 
I swear I could have slept a whole summer or zombfied myself through the weeks 
But yesterdays coming now 
When the younger side of you comes out 
Making you ashamed to feel proud 
At your childish games that you thought was ok 
Well it just doesn't suit you well so now 


And I don't care to go out 
Or see anyone else 
I got my hands full 
Of myself right now 
I haven't got a breath 
To give to you right now 
I used to give a fuck 
Now I fake my fucks right out 


We used to go 
All out
As a couple 
Of clouds 
Bringing tears and shouts 
Of thunderous pouts 
Of all the things we shall 
Cry about, I lost it now 
I have to fake all my smiles to avoid the funny house
But secretly I still make my knife bunny hop


As friends or spouse 
I can't hang though now 
My life went south 

I thought about to today 
Of all those sentences I never say 
I never had the chance to say 
I had my chance to piss away 
I piss it gone for its escape 
For certainities are better than unknowns 


I made love to the thought of exiting at this moment right now 
I ain't got much time to piss away, so lets get it over right now 
And I don't give a fuck what you say, for its to late to back out now 
I proved time and time again, that this is something never ment to be figured out 



And so I roam about 
The endless cloud 
Of my demo's now 
Hovering over 
An icon now 
The one that sounds 
To erase the mound 
Of shit you spout 
Its all gone now 
Its so easy to shout 
At what used to be sound 
But whats the point 
If I can't hear them now 
I'm the one that took you home 
Even though I'm still alone 
Give a fuck to feel ok 
I have myself all night today 
I deserted all my friends 
As their fake as the sends 
Of reminding me to put on my shroud
And I know more about my pixel screen 
Than the names of my family 
Who's looking worse as human as of now


Its such a burden to get close
To feel the warmth you choose 
I can't but know I 
Will be the reason I turn inside out 
Its just a sting then a breeze pulls you 
So cold it feels you with hornet butterflies out 
And I can't help but still dream 
Of finding every way right out 
Even though it still seems 
It might be next week 
I can feel someday, I will allow 
The dream to change 
But I know someway 
It will come today
To remind me 
Why its better to never be

My parents aren't that old 
But their life made them sloutch 
To conform to what we shall
Do or don't or breathe 
Yet nothing ever seems
To be the thing we allow 
Life brings such certainties 
As well all have to exit somehow 

So why allow 
Chance to shrowd 
My moments out 
I choose so now 
Im the one that shall 
Choose exits now 
Not mothers 
Or natures growl 

I lost proof 
In the vibrance that makes my hallow hide in 
I lost truth 
Of what lies I told myself as a kid 
I don't why 
For My mind went so south 

My families not a perfect household 
But their far from the worse life could have shown 
Yet here I am, so proud 
To be a missing person right now 
With nothing but these thoughts to keep my company
As I accompany my final way out

Its not like It's worth pouting about 
Or feeling sorry for myself now 

Its a feeling that somehow I just know
When I gather my memories like a tribute comp now
It will only strengthen my reasons to go down
And sleep a last sleep I've waited throughout
My whole life, since I was a kid looking around 

* Move

I am desperate to
Think of you
In those years you cried
In that you still do

But if I pry
To see you don't
Would I pray a lie
That I am happy you won't

Even as friend
I can't lay a hand
To caress that wounds
For I have made

The choice to leave
After my thoughts to stay
Either way I just go
Back to the opposite way

No friend in me
To lend to you
No love to bleed
For I have allready bled through

No tenderness escape
From reaching goodbye
One day we just face
The years slipping by

And I won't try
To ever pry to you now
I don't care to accept
The pain I deserve

Yet deserted is a strong word
yet fitting to who I am
For I am just a desert
Where people come so desperately

They try to bleed
Any sustance away from me
Until the mirage they see
Dissolves into the weeks

No one escapes
Not even me
Yet I am the only one left
To ponder these things

The only comfort for me is death
But it seems so out of reach
As my day keep flying by
Until death comes after me

I can't wait to die
Yet I haven't done anything
I just have to lie
And say one more thing before I leave

No matter what I see
It seems it is coming for me
I have control to put control
On absolutely nothing

please

What use to gain a year
When death is just so near
Just hasten it up with days
Of euphoria filled with haze

No one I know can say
They were close enough to save
No one should have the shame
To put the blame except for me
And no one deserves more blame
Then the one I will end someday
I could have sworn this was always my way
In some subconcious destiny

I hate you all the same
But I love you along the way
Just because thats what I say
And because its what I hate

I hate you all because of me
And hate myself because I bleed
The toxins burning inside
The disease of never liking

The person I have to be
Yet these are the people Im stuck to be
Yet this is the life I live for weeks
In this desert of my own

I have nothing
I want nothing
I want to be nothing
I will be nothing

Because nothing is what I'll always be
For its better then being a nobody

Whos fault is it but mine
So why carry on these whines
Why push for another day
For me to parasite my shame

If I go and get a job
Just to come back home and sob
While many more seek the top
of just laying on my kitchen floor

No paradise such as I
Could hide such a parasite
It should be me on the kitchen sink
Flowing though the drain driping

See me though the tunnel I'm in
For the white at the end
Is the sunlight blinding me
As I walk outside
To face my suicide

He just never seemed
To be truly me
Blue as a read  
Limp as a sheep

I just don't care
I don't care about me
It's just another thing
Lost in society

* Laughing

I'm laughing
At others having misery
I'm dancing
On the graves of others misdeeds
But when it comes to me
Will I be so true
To dance and laugh on my own accord
As the pains too real
But its logical to do
To make fun of the same being
As all the others I choosen to do
Consistent is what I want to
Even at the cost of bitter lose
Yet inconisitencies reside in me
When I can laugh at others miserys
And not even at my own
When both are misdeeds are just the same
Will I tell the truth on whos to blame?
If that came true, I would have nothing to say
I wouldn't have the need to paint
A sloppy picture of my world to day
Theirs enough people out in the world to join in
To laugh at my misery
Yet every single one of them would most likely agree
I would never laugh if it was actually me
Whats the difference between you and me?
Is merely just geography?
Would you be me if I became you?
And if we swapped would it even prove
That I am still you and you are still me
Is what I'm saying even worth thinking?

They laugh a little
At how little I have
I can laugh too if it wasin't me
But since I am brittle
I have to think
Of ways to defend such petty little things

If I have no one to bring in my house to leave
Then what use is furniture or pretty looks to see
I can surive on very little
Than most people need

At least thats what I say
To avoid the sting
But I think why I feel the need to need
When I pressured to conform to what most people think

Your loser if you don't do XYZ
I know that I am but its not for what you say
I'm a loser because I claim that I am
While knowing how to fix it yet claiming I can't

And I make the same mistakes because fixing them erases
The balance of my world that is not yours today
I am a loser when I know I lose because I am
Destined to prove what a loser I am
So much that I say that I can never escape
The xyz's of the world that I can change

Let me go
Myself will say ok
When I sleep a sleep that I can never change 

* Thank You

I want to thank my family
For trying to set me free
To pick a better world
Of potentials I can be
I want to thank the people
Who tried so tirelessly
To make change to my unchangable personality
I thank all my parents
For taking care and being their
When so many would have left me on the street
My mother and fathers
My sister and grandmothers
My aunts and grandfathers
My stepbothers and lover
I can only show you what I think
When I allready left the scene
I can only tell you I am free
From what I thought I ought to be
I wish I could be
A better part for you to see
Where I could repay the debts you laid
For you to rest with no worries
But I am far too spoiled to venture out of here
And so I am sorry to be lazy and steer
Into the void from which we all shall go
I only thank you for the little time we know
I write this for I owe a debt to prove
That I can try to show some closure for you
I don't hate you all anymore for I know
The one I hate will be no more
I owe it all to you all to show
That I blame myself for being casted ashore
Across the abyss of my own darkest accords
No one else is to blame but me anymore

Don't feel guilty
TO feel a sense of relief
For the emotion was all I felt
Even for me

Most parents dread
To tell their child goodbye
But whats more infurating 
Is that feeling after of being happy inside

To carry a burden through out your whole life
Must meaning creating some mode
That allows you to get by

So don't blame yourself for facing reality
Its what we had to do
In some point in our life
To push toward what ought to be
Or what eventually
Will be left to me

Beyond my sleep
I can sense the agony
Speaking between my sensories today
Of all the little aches
Compounding on me to say
To live one more day
Is not worth the change
When I spend more time making it
Then enjoying what face

I see picture's that surprise me to think
That I used to be so many people, it seems
I might not know some of those things
It seems I won't show that hidden key

I block it out with my mental capacities
TO blur and pixalate
Those things I just don't know

I don't want to know
Or even show I know
What I choose not to know
Rather you think Im stupid then in the know

Its a long corridor of eyes looking ashamed
Ashamed of the blames I shot out in my rage
Everyday is just the same for me
I go too far beyond ok
I just want this need to all go away

I walked so many years
In malls alone
Looking at clothes I never need
Wearing things I never keep
Watching people pass right by me
Just to feel I exist in this igloo of spite

In this feeling of non connection
To everything around me
Compells me to detach
From everyone so caught up in their shopping
I am merely an observer
Just watching
Real people doing real things
While I npc the same mall effortlessly
In a circle of a path I ware endlessly
Its easy to say others are those things
But who better to think that than an actual npc

I'm afraid to get out of here might be
A million years in a single blink
Whos to know how long I can live
In a desprate brain holding on to one breath

But no matter how long I've stayed up and not slept
I pass out in the end inside the blackness of rest
I think it might be nice to live inside that blank space
For a sleepy dreamless night
never felt like such a shame

I do what I do
I am what I am
And I will be compelled here to reiterate
All the things I just miss said
But I am allready dead
So impartial will have to do
For I tried the best I can
To make it up to all of you

I display what I can
With my clothes and my facial stance
I wan't you to know who I am
And not try to pretend
Its just some pretense for I did
After my journey is toward complete
I had lost an urge or feeling
That makes me want to go compete
I keep the weeks in disorder to know
That I don't know nothing
On the puppet strings I hold





* Denisse

I remember the city life
Of roaming Las Vegas life
Spinning under parking lights
Going to a hotel back home

I remember stealing a piece of room inside you
And asking if you felt me move
I remember you asking If I felt you too
And how you move
Was more than just

I remember screaming at you while holding your hand
Unable to change the person I am
Asking why I hurt who I love
I just always felt the enemy was vunerability

I remember going upstairs to get lost in your stares
To feel the warmth of you hand in my hair
I remember moonlight nights as we caressed the way we like

If I can rewind, to a simpler time
I would have saved you the pain
And destroyed what was mine

For me, their is no escape
But for you, their is better days
Don't feel ashamed to be a better you because of me

You came to foriegn land to learn the language and make plans
Even if took what you felt was really you
Remember deep down how strong you are to prove
That you still live with the chance to heal and cry 
To someone else that might fit you better inside 

Every day I still think of you
Every day I wonder why
What spell of rage would have ended the blame
At what moment could I have a chance to change

Your red lips line up with your perfect eyes
Of black forest strees eyelining the moonlight
Of the tears of your storms fall down to the sea
That I used to brush off so effortlessly

Why now when its too late
Must a person like me come and say
I am sorry, I am sorry
Like a fool today
Its way to late to mean a thing anyways

But I owe to you, so explanation of why I
Sway, from love and hate like the times of day
You said it well like you always say
If I can't love myself
How could I love anothers embrace

I wish I could be a friend to you for eternity
But I am too jealous and immature to have that decency
I wish I could be happy if you changed for better and prooved
That people can change and move on and make truths

To be a friend to you is a gift no one deserves
For no matter how over the top your emotions splurge
Deep down from your smiles to the way you dress your place
You have a way of changing a bitter face

You have a way about you
Where your smile can hurt
From a bitter jealous man whos a child and worse
Its a shame that I can have one day back with you
Where cracks werent displaied
And I can go on with you that day
And just trust that well do the things that will say
And tell you the truth
That Im scared you won't stay

* Such beauty to not be, but to be seen

Such beauty to never be
But only to be seen
Emulating is half as best
For I'm so in need
To create a scene
That I am best
Yet the best I've been
Has merely been others I've seen
Anyone else, but never me

When I subtly see
The beauty to choose
To cherish how beautiful others can do
Its that melancholy
TO understand where I sand
When subtly is my destiny
Where I will fade into the black

And it might be ok at last
Its what I have to do
What beter than to accept my past
Toward the future I'm sentenced to see

All I have to do is calm
When moneys thinning along
The last bits of my paragraphs
Dizzing myself with grams so long ago

Left a page blank to save
Another me in a year or decade
Giving all the beautifull people my things today
With their beautiful art and sounds all displaied

They can do more than what I do everyday
Its better to give it up then to change
Always feeling like the same floating days
Where I'm just floating in space
As I see the world move and change
Even so much in interesting ways
As I put my hand on glass
Hoping to touch beauty at last
Only I'm voyaging along
The voueurism, in space, all alone

You get used to being far from home
Until the foriegn itself becomes the home you felt
As you bounce between beauty and sad
When its a shape little people can have
Whether in the mind or on your hands
The shape of views just makes me crash

I'm being the most potent I think I could be
Whether bad or good, maybe this is me
I foriegned myself so much its home
Just like this space ship I'm on
Getting comfortable with alone

I can cross my legs above a shelf
And lounge a look at the world way down
Futher and futher away that I spun
I don't even care to look anymore

My word revolves in my pod
And I lost the urge to praise beauty beyond
a cubical of my needs
And the checklest that gets shorter and yet long

I'm carrying along
Making the best that I eject
Myself to space
Where no one can save
And take me back from a home of my home
Of a long ride away

I'm at the point
Where no stride can change
It didn't take long to see the beautiful as dots
And specs in my image frames

I choose to slice my mind to think
Of the things I used to think was fine
Well now its more like a priveldge of mine

I smile everytime
I think these dots where all of you
It makes me laugh to think I choose
When the only one left is me to lose

When the only think to waste your time
Is thoughts you think so out of line
You swirl around you own little mind
Doing gymnastics of what words to find

In a spacesuit forming a bubble of home
Where the sun is shinning if I close my eyes
Where a small windo of time
I can focus off alone
Toward the pages I'm catching
As they flow right out of my pockets
Into a splurge I don't have time to write

In some rough form, but its true to I
And I want it all
All it once

Im splitting into voids now
Ripping every ploy down
The big black rabbit whole
Its the secret no one's selling out

I'm on a spin down
Atom by atom now

I treat myself as the computer generated frames
Of all the angles I gathered up my face
On cameras upon cameras around me in someway
In the end credits of someone elses film today

Will they knock on my antique door and gather all my things now
What does it matter to be relevant after I deseaced out
Will my megabytes of words be considered or thrown out
What use is it to ponder on something I'll never know how

Will this be of any importance to anyone else but me?
As I'm floating
Gathering raw data
From which no other humans have seen

Do they really want to know the vaccum of my own
Will it be of any use beyond a farce of meaning that I hold

I know this delusions my throne
But its a throne I must sit now
I have arrived at this point to sift out
All the stories I give out

And I can never know
How accurate I say
These stories
That don't see quite real to me

I'm still just spinning
But how long has it been
To require this thought
I apprently had years again

* Don't

No need to prove who's fault it is
I need no help
Its a terminal sentence
No need for what ifs
In your avalanche of yells
Of what could have ended in bliss
Theirs endless lists
To gripe yourself no doubt
In you anger, tears fell
And knowing your only wish
Was the opposite one
That I wished as you I did
Only difference between you
Is my wish came true

* How the chain of pain should go

Why does the chain have to go
From me too you
After you get old
Why can't I toss this chain right back on you
And say I won't
Play this game

Why must I take the shame when you
Get rolled into
A nursery home
Why should I take care of your death
When little of you was left
As you forgotten who I am

Why do I have to go on my whole life
Thinking suicide
When many more reasons
Are coming to solidify

I know you never thought of these times
For if you did
I wouldn't be here thinking suicide
Seeing it at every corner of my eye
Its the type of cycle
I blame myself upon any night

Never developed the faculty
To have friends or family
Everyones a wash
Of apperations reminding me
Of things I said that I barely remember

I don't qualify psychotic
But some days seem that I am heading there
Who know if I am allready gone
I doubt it should take this long

My life doesn't mean anything for me
But it could compell you to push your meanings
On to me for what you want to see

But I hardly care to think what you think
I'm too busy, In my own leaps
From my egoless boundaries
Of sleeping so much on very little sleep

I can't wait to leave
I hope its not too surprising
I can't wait to kill the need
Of needing needs that don't need to be need

Is that just like me? 
Blaming the people who did more for me when I leave 
Paying for my spoiled faculties 
Never demanding much out of me 

I know I deserve the dose
To be thrown into reality 
In fact I subconsciously make people shout at me 
Work these situations into argued weeks 

I'm tired of gaining rationality 
Only to be shameful of what I'm like 
Yet the rationality fades 
In the most important times 

Fuck this mind 
Suicide is vacation here 
Fuck this life 
I'm tired of being here 

* Aborted Seeds

Aborted seeds
Of love and trust
The bitter barren land
Of anger and disgust
I carry these dots
As reminders that my tears
Can no longer grow
My amputated fears

This buzzcut forest
Of what could have been
Of florishing life lines
Of love and kinkship

Its nothing but thoughts
In unfaltering lands
Of vibrations floating
Through such petty sands

Im a hand me down
Of seeds that should sprout
But I'm stuck with stunted thoughts
Just like these dots around
Which should have grown
In such beautiful displays
Of being human
In what society says

Aborted needs
Why need what won't grow
Why carry on
When I can't gain kinds
Of growths that make it worth getting old
I gain no flourishing beauty
I only gain negatives on how
What point is their to live
If the nothing is me now

Aborted bleeds out
In the way I display
Unsubtle messages on my face today
Just go away
No one is here
Just go away
I hate that your near

Go away
You remind me of the pain
That I have nothing for you to gain
Go away
My disease is contagious I fear
Or come my way
If you want to keep me alive for another year
Let me revel in your pain
To feel alive, beyond my fear

That nothing resides beyond my mind
That my mind has little to do with any of your lives
That I made my hybrid of real and lies
Just enough to not be truamatized

Aborted bleeds out
In the way that I speak
But I wish abortions came sooner
So that I don't have to see
Me aborting my body and aborting my time
Inside the same reruns of those traumatic signs

Of whats to come
Hindsight is a masocists wetdream
I'm all alone
And bordom stings more than one would believe
When you can't even stand to be your own company

I want to kill my neighboor down the street
I just want to end the noises surrounding me
I want to share the pain they unknowingly give to me
I want to see how far I could hurt them till it stings

When abortions fling out of me
In various forms of psychotic displays
I dream of decimating treasure troves
Of their flurishing annoyances always

How ironic of me to be that person down the street
How ironic of me to see what I will be next week

* Still Feeling The Same

Still feeling the same

A story arch not worth its name
Fill the feelings with the shame

Of still feeling the same

Still feeling the same

Of constant rewrites of blame
Deal the healing at cost of sane

To forget of feeling the same

Still feeling the same

A story not worth its play
Hate the feelings I never display

Of still feeling exactly the same

I am Feeling the same
When Dates so fleetin, I forget the names
And I'm shaking the reeling of realities sake

To evade the truth of feeling the same

Because I am still feeling the same
Everywhere I turn
And every depress that comes my way
It can never shake off this feeling today
Ever since I was young
And ever since I became
Aware that feeling the same
Is the feeling of experiencing who I am always
Feeling the same about feeling the same
And Same old feelings of feeling insane

* Future me

I don't have time for future me
Present states is my only form of sympathy
Its what life brought out of me
For the long term is never guaranteed
I opt for the short term strategy
For future me is not me anyways
I'll let him deal with all my ill mistakes
The future is now where I can taste
The residue from my past life
A faint strawberry moment is where I can hide

* Outside-Inside

When the outside is inside
And the inside is out
With my self locked in timeframes
Looking to take me out

Chase me past the middle
A fork in the rod
Its yours or mine
Which path will you know
You chased me past the middle
And down toward my lane
Now you truly understand
The path to insane

* Reasons Why I Barley Cry

Reasons why I barely cry 
You didn't see the puddles of a ancient night
For when the time actually comes 
My eyes are too dry 
Squeezed thin always 
By my fantasy strife

* My Creativity Is Not Enough

My creativity soothes
Its my imaginary friend I need 
But I reward myself too soon 
Before it amounts to anything 
For the kick of the near future 
That success of holding shiny things 
Its never going to come 
When the fantasies enough for me

* Old Bird

I'm just an old bird 
Losing the sound of a million songs
Each day just brought along 
A better singer who heard 
An old bird with the most complex harmonies 
Will your voice be his last time to sing? 
To hardly dream to bring the aura of the day 
To awaken the morning stage 
With younger birds all around you 
Pitch perfect retelling an old bird words 
A pitch perfect stolen bit of youth 
Mind the death of brutes 
Who spent a fast life of addicting tunes 
That made you live beyond us too 
Only the rune can destroy insecurity 
When not a sound you make is ever heavenly

* Memories Of You

My memories of you 
The tv talks about you 
And everything seems to remind me of you 
The way the wife says to her husband 
That everythings going to be ok 
Its like im seeing alternative realities 
Of what could have been anyways
Could you give me the oppurtunity 
To hug back 
And one last chance 
For a brighter day 
Its in my head 
Always I say 
For you to say yes
I don't want to know where yoi hiding in 
Or what you want from me 
I was too hard headed 
Movies in my head plays 
Reels that always re-play 
Memories choke me 
Make my mind light headed 
Like I passed out 
And can't quite remember what I last thought 
Why is my movie so sad 
Why is my movie so sad 
Why is my movie so sad 
Why is my movie so sad 

Please let me out of here 
My eyeballs are rolling like I'm frantic on the carpet floor 

Flailing my arms about 
Let the spasms out 

Feeling the mood drain out 
As ice on my eyes absorbed on skin 

Im not checking your social media footprints 

That lead to caution tape 
I can't escape 
The feeling today 
Of catching a glimpes 
Of the virtual shape 

It looks like you but I can't not say 
I remember you as I intended: to stay the same again 

* Kempt

Kept an unkempt ego as a friend 
Putting first my farce even after my girlfriend
Seeing her face again and again till it neverends
Unknown to me that time softens the hardest heads 
And I melt a puddle of my thoughts in my hands
Again and again and I know I can 
Dial a tone to hear her again 
Its that unknown room
You havent seen for years 
Possibly plastered clean 
To hide Worries of those years 
I know the feeling of nostelgias pain 
But what frightens me 
Is if she feels the same 
I can hide in my thoughts 
And roam the lands with her in mind 
As a figment that I a wrote
I can only think of love 
In the control of my wandering thoughts 
As the line between whats real 
Stays blurred to rid me of my loss

Dont show my photographs 
Oh please just stop 
Don't call me up in a blue 
We can never talk 

I balance my act
On tight rope because now 
I blind myself so I can't look down 
Will she show up here and remind me how 
Slippery I choose to sleep through fallen crowns 

Meeting the vunerable side 
Is accepting suicide 
Meeting who I am 
Is death personified 

Like buzzards in the sky 
The damned cant wait for me to die 
free the tension like a subtle dozing

oozing something to find me a job

* Link Rot

My lifes nothing but a link rot mess 
I haven't even upgraded to https 
I can't ps you my hell 
So I write in html 
That futureproof is a bland text now 
And my ringtone is what saves by the bell 


* Prove

Do want to spend your whole life proving your smarter than me 

Or would you rather be smarter by humbly asking me 

What can I learn from a person like you? 

It depends if failures is of interest to use 

As a coping mechanism to avoid the bitter truth 

That you could have been just like me too 

All it takes is extra chromosome or two

* Sweetest Thee

Sweetest thee for you to dine with me
As 2 daggers across the cloister garden 
Baggage in the thrusts of our minds 
Let not she know my pockets filled of posies 
As my notification ring bells 
Vibrating the limestone grime 
In blood filled troughs 
I see us cut through as images above 
The yellowing skies as rippling kites
In side my own thread 
Toward Spiders that have theirs charmed 
A hood of a wolven string 
Flowing off the balcony 
The catch, of course, is me 
As that dull dagger in the cloister garden 
I am Ancient bronze of arsenic
In a new age of Iron in rome
I feel youth now is painted grey 
Of the gold smiles of yesterlay 
For my liaison is quick to fear 
The grey won't wash away 
Indeed the gold is not of youth 
But why wear the dull of cloudy tears 
Tear trough as magma faultlines near

* Spit On My Cock For ME

Spit on my cock for me 
The type of spit you spew out for free 
On any chance by any means 
Your spits just lube, valued on the cheap 

Its not just another sliding feeling 
Its the same old motions that I'm reliving 
Sinking in your mouth, I am spilling 
The tears in your mouth 
For it's sadness I'm giving 

Wipe it off your face 
When you try and embrace 
I told you now to go away
I don't need vulnerabilities
I just need an escape

Your tears are just my semen 
Spilled all over your fucking face 
Give a fuck if it tastes 
Like the death I embrace 

Its like the feeling that while alone 
It's you that's braking out the phone 
Calling me all night long 
While a laugh along the ringtone 

Its been years you keep asking me 
When next we might meet 
Its with sadness I laugh 
I'm already inside your lack of sleep  

I can sense the guilt and shame 
But the pleasure is overbearing 
I just can't help but slice 
Our intimacy in our life 

Even I wonder how long 
I can torture you along 
Until the guilt overburddens me 
But in the act, it hardly startles my sleep 
Until decades beyond, I think 
What possessed me to do these things? 

And why does knowing not change this beast?
Its because you are my feast 
And I'm starving so hungrily
I must fill the void with your life as my needs 
For your nothing but bones 
After we meet in a week 
Still I crunch through your endosteum 
Drink your bones of yellow drink 
Think I've gone too far, I think 
Sink or swim, yet always sink 
Creeping below, I am the creep 

I've practiced this mode for eons it seems 
Where you were me and I was weak 
Its funny how far life will invert your sleep 
To be the opposite of the person you see 

You ask who am I 
Who better to know than nothing 
You look at me and search for peace 
But the truth is heaps upon heaps 
Of investing in my ponzi scheme 

Do you know me? 
You say you must, for this you think 
I think Ive gone too far, I think 
It must be true, for if false, I bleed 

You are the best one 
You say this with pride 
As I tear through your bones 
Until your nothing but a sign 
A sign of what's to come 
When nothings left to consume 
I look at my own flesh 
And make haste with my chew 

Everything I ever loved makes me die 
When I cum on your face 
Or when I knock out in haste 
Our when my music invades 
I'm just so zoned in 
That I zone out as if I am not here 
My favorite things in life 
Are the ones that make me die inside

* U or ME

Theirs nothing like free 
To push ads on your sanity 
Endless rows pictured every which way 
You yourself will never experience today 
Ask yourself why? 
Why you let someone else take the blame 
To what your I'll fitted to do  
So you keep up the swipe away 
To another world intact 
In a position you wish that you had 
A POV room 
Beyond the room your decaying though 
Ask yourself 
Why? 
Why the pain feels so alive 
When the gateway to your hope 
Will be the same way to your suicide 
This room is so fillled with why's 
I lost sight of all the lies 
Tucked underneath the corner 
Of my VR Backlight 
I don't need to even die 
When I am virtualized beyond my life 
Where I am afraid to pull the pin
Off the cord to my real life again 
Its a time warp in virtual life
I train myself not to see corners in my sights 
Of the screen I live in tonight 
I want to cry 
But eyes are too dry 
I want to die 
But its expensive to try 
For anyone listening
Could you Lend a hand? 
Can I get some discount for the pain I am in? 
Could you reasonably allow me a surcharge for the exit 
For if its a painless road out 
I will pay the extra amount if you accept it 
I don't a fancy car 
Or some travel before I go 
Just give me something reliable 
Some Way to successfully go 
Test me on this 
Send a box through my governments love letter 
I won't talk, I'll just stop 
What I am doing and head to a motel 
Like it was any other day 
No one would ever tell 
I'll close my eyes and say 
Fuck the world and its fools in chains 
Of the same chain of fools 
That make up my noose today 
You said painless OK 
Why did you do that way 
It was just like any other day 
But today was the last to blame 
For I blame no one but rather prove it 
To be nothing less that sacred 
I care for no one 
Like a deaf person can't care to hear 
They can't experience wht severed their ears 
I can't find my way out of here 
People don't like this mode of real life 
I can see in every twitch in their eyes 
Of hazy bouts of disjointed lives 
Where a popup screen reminds you to post your life 
In chain of some else machine 
That vioyer through their dreams
I want to make the best art I can make 
But it fails to measure up to even obligatory accolades
I just use tape 
To diy a fix today 
A exoskeleton of blame 
Examinations ripped 
By a small simple claim 
That you can crucify me toward pills that giggle my face 
A certain jiggle that say that I am OK 
Same like the hiccups, but your afriad it won't go away 
No solicitation nor validation 
From the world can cohabit this vacant 
Filler of tries to convince myself 
That its always opposite of me 
From other people can provoke
 
* Pretty Scam

Peter Pan is a pretty scam
A scam an old man will cling to the end
When a sagging corpse is still suckling on the bones
Of his parents seperated through different homes
So a pretty scam is to find a surrogate friend
But things never go similar in fantasy land
I'm on my own again
In the comfort most people never have
An overloving family
Yet deep inside I never felt that
I allready know how unredemable I am
SO what use to change when the worst has been stacked
I took a risk to piss away the years I could of had
Would be better to finish this road until the end
Such pretty scams that I lend a hand
I don't need to work a day again
I feel no shame because the shame is me
I am the shame afflicted upon nothing
I lost my mind so long ago
Yet know one knows how far it goes
I keep the mask still on my face
Even through the cracks
Most won't find the trace
I talk to myself because it beats to pay
Another friend or psychologist on the way
Yet I have my closest on the landlines
Yet I ignore all they say 
Its the anger I can't diffuse or even escape 
I block them all today 
Not everything's traded though money to be paid
You closest can mold you in any form they take
Thats why so long ago
I know this world
Can be wiped away
By the hour or by the day
Can the person blame me for being this way
I think I can because that world is not today
But I still think this way
In my peter pan world
How can a person like me escape?
Why would I even want too?
When I like being this way
I never want to venture out
I want to allow myself the hate
And put the blame on anything else
To allow me to be ok
At least enough to say
That I should stay this way
Why call on for help
Its uncomfortable to say
I know so much and so little
Its hard to say
How close I am to knowing
What I really am anyways
I can't trust a soul
Yet I must trust the world
To allow me a crevice
To slither in and stay
I don't care for friends
My childhood show them as mistakes
Even through the best of times
These reactions never seem to change
Even though I am insane
Im aware of its pain
And why the gears turn the wrong ways
But I don't have the tools
TO wrench it back the right way
I might fuck up something else
Right along the way
THe therapists can only help
If I am vunerable to them today
But I can't allow myself the help
To help myself to anothers embrace
Just endless ramblings about my hell
When will I move on and talk about something else
When no ones around its hard to find
Much things to say of others life anyway


* Far Away Love Today

Far away love 
It always displays
I know that its true 
If I push you away
The door always changes 
But the same escape awaits
I hope that you knew
Because I wont be able to explain

Its safe to love you in a continent away
Isolation is my quarantine of glass 
Contagion will never reach toward you
I haven't touched the panes since you left
I keep painful prints the same 
Insane to think you're doing well 
But I can't know of your change
Its quite alright to feel the same as well
I don't blame for you to say
Our ruined lives were a dream in a way 
I made a debt I can not pay 
For the tab we hold, we can never escape 
My way out finds another debt to display 
My anger diffuse from self inflicted abuse 
I share this with you even when I can tell 
I cry in my anger and share with you my hell 
I'm not the pristine image you used to think 
All night in your dreams to make tomorrow worth fantasies 
I stayed up alone 
With a body next to me 
If I could crystalize your beauty
In some way that I can keep
I'd end up destroying it
Because I only know self-defeat
Sometimes I just want to be alone
In a presence of our own
Like we used to be
Of one day like we shown
To try to recreate each week

The angers diffuse but alive and so well

Your are far away safe
And I'm safe inside my bleak
Self imposed cage
But sometimes I let my mind bleed
Another time with you
In another avenue
Under streetlights like we used to do
Dancing underneath the gloom
All these thoughts still linger too
I still don't know what to do with you

Its like a dream to be me
Every vignette turns sinister and creeps
Catching the details I've never seen before
As realizations make me pain
I panic and my blood will rise
But I can't help to call you back tonight
What's behind that door
I don't want to find
The distance is enough 
If I can't coexist in your life

You had a sway about your face
In the way I look at you
I never would have guess
I could catch you in decade
But I enjoyed it so much
I was paranoid it will go away
So much so low I pushed toward change
To make the demons sprout out and in my face
So I can prove that theory I held always
That true loves gone. A façade. A fake

My family said don't go her way
To save me from my fate
But I should have not been with you
For your own precious sake

I am amazed how hard you kept toward this fate
But I was destined to end this in a fade
A fade of grey where we both can't escape

* Eeeeeeeeee

I went down this path 
To make plans to be forgotten 
But my memories have ahold of me
Like my drainage system 
Overfilling my apartment 
To many memories stuck and overfilling My conscious dreams 
I can't seem to drain them out 
From my mind and lose that option
My brain deflates my mind 
As nerousis takes over mine 
I can make a mental picture 
Of who I was before November 
But it was only until decemember 
When I know I could not remember 
Anything and everything at the same time 
Forever appauled 
Its a switch always I ryhme 
From forgetting to remembering all
Time heals only by compounds
As other harms make it frivolous now 
How a decade can teach us how 
How far we go 
Until that worse was well 
It was my personal hell 
Now its just a old mans safe heaven 
Close toward those times 
Where I was misbehaving 
Behavior just fell 
Right off of my eyes 
It was a crime to truly hate 
All the closeness in my life 
I haven't had a clue 
Of the bubble I reside
Living life away from a mere glance 
For my youth drilled in to me this option 
Everyone knows such a ghost that I am 
Everyone knows I won't ever be their friend 
Everyone supposes I deserve their back hand
When it was you down the street 
As young kids that drove me mad 
If we could tally why I am the way I am 
Would you be shocked you heard 
That it had more to do with words 
Massaging my mind until 
You drilled a hole inside to infill 
My contents of my personality 
Laid bare for all to see 
I lost that other side of me 
That none of you will ever meet
Its this archaic defense of grandosity 
That has me questioning why try to think 
Its endless game of picking apart 
The real from my fantasy 
I'd rather die then be a failure to night 
MY KIND DOES NOT WIN 
My life is guaranteed toward a schizoid life 

* Lack Of Equipment

Equipment I lack 
Text message says hey 
Its the wrong thing to say 
As subtle silence brings more on the way
Inverted my bath 
Let it all flood on the pave 
Mentioned my name 
Only to be reminded far away 
Simple words I say 
But its all I can grasp 
I can't read even a page 
She drools a raindrop on my tooth 
Like a tear drop from the wrong way out 
With pheromones sealing us in the room 
Telling me its my choice at last 
With the switches intact 
Questioning the fucking 
Or fucking feeling a heart attack 
Pressure prose within zones I know 
Ice cold coiled hands 
Wrapped up all over her ass 
Chestnuts roasting in a man for hire sign 
Feeling instinctual all the time 
I can't get order in my mind 
All my words all out of line 
Like a scrabbler in my life 
My IQ dropping below poverty lines 
From all the stupid shit I did 
Snorting metals in a factory 
Or never cleaning fruits from groceries 
Or rotting teeth in my bloody stream 
Making mental gaps from asbestos seams 
My musicians drool every word they say 
Like societies waters been poisoned by the day 
The future regresses 
To the past we had escaped 
Its to late to soften this place 
Its a choice I can pretend to change  
Like the chains I wear always 
I buff them clean 
I make my way 
And say I choose this life today 
I struggle to display 
The most rudimentary of ways 
I struggle to obey 
The most mundane laws to face
Women come my way 
One say's she doubt's I'm a faithful man 
For that theory works in her favor 
As she ask me for a favor 
She looks at me with vigor 
But All I gave her was rude behavior 
For I only a man like me can line 
All the women into a ryhme 
And reject each one because I 
Am too afraid to try 
I cant be tempted like other minds 
I tell myself all the time 
While the other side is on my climb

* USA 

United we stand
As gates in America
With spikes on the ends 
In a street with cameras fenced
Paranoia from within 
Coarse actions with open ends 
Let the decay rule the streets 
Bridges falling underneath 
From any hope 
That tomorrow shows 
Just unlink it now 
So no one knows 
This land is my plan
But we forgotten it was your land 
Gave a century back to you 
With no way for fair revenge 
The plan is to point our hands 
At switches to make it end 
Just a twitch away so long 
In a roulette we play along 
This land is my land 
The fences are for me 
To quarantine the fear 
Of internal enemies 
Walk around to here 
What tainted messages
Everyone was tailored to hear 
Its my turn to cheer 
On the side I just should not be on 
Global catastrophes is what children will go to play 
In a world where blasphemy is the definition of the truth of yesterday 
Well now its way past late 
To fix the dates 
The suns expiring the meltdown shakes 
The over exposed in the night glow today 

* Dream
I dreamed that dream were I came to you
To soften the edges of your skin 
Were the scars weren't enough to choose 
To never see you again 
I held hands with you 
Because you a more than just a friend 
Your the dreamed that I dreamed 
That I could actually make ammends 
Grinning by the just the sight off you 
I let you piggy back the length 
In this dream, I held you up higher 
Than anyone would care to lend 
I re-said a amend I felt I could 
But it was not pretend 
We had an apartment to send 
Our chances to fend 
The nagging insecurities 
That this is not really the end 
I can hold of yout hand 
And pinch your wrists again 
seeing how subtly 
You move me from within 
You said you wanted to ride my back though the pier 
And see if I'll make it to other side 
I walked and walked with the pain in my arms 
The pain on my chest as I begin to cry 
Because I took you to the pier and barely back to the car
When I was gasping for breath in the joy of providing you escape 
Was only my own from the nightmare of waking late 

* Beautiful Stare 
You have such an innocent care
With Beautiful lashes as long as your stare
I don't understand the sight of me 
I know I am a ghost 
But yet I still keep moving 
In random event passing by 
In suite we used to sleep 
As kids with innocent lies
How'd I forget all this time you showed?
I have it deep down 
But its to painful to take it out 
Thats why I burned the papers now
You could have anyone but me
But you told me you're innocent story
That I was the first man for you 
To travel into foreign territory 
In an endless loss of sight with you 
In your room with endless stories 
That you didn't know I caught in the room 
A package of latex knowing 
The thought of you not in the dream I knew 
The stories you sold to me because of scares 
When it was right on my face when you asked to dance with me their 
It just didn't feel fair 
That I had to ruin the mood 
But I couldn't help myself 
To know what you knew 
Now I think myself this 
If my love was real and unmoved 
No insecurities should make me lose 
My temper and respect yet never tell you 
I am a hypocrite tell the very end 
I should have gadly said that I'm an insecure man 
In a world of my own 
That reality hurts my head 
Your the enemy that I face 
because any part of me 
You can break 
I've gone through life to say 
That relationships always fade 
I'm at the guilty stage 
Where death awaits 
Asking myself 
Should I call you today? 
And make that dream a real again 
I'm afraid I won't find you 
Talking on the other end
Im as sorry as I'll ever be by mistake 
Everyday your still ticking 
And the clock of my estate 
Reminding me of all the days 
That fade me memories for escape 
You beautiful bastard 
It was my fucking mistake 
You stupid girl 
Your smart enough to avoid these pains 
I can never choose a girl like you 
I'm poison you drink to say 
I'll never choose that path again 
But you rode along 
All this time with a dead end damn so near 
Im sorry I led you here 
Im sorry I wouldn't go 
beyond the depression and beyond the fear 
To fight for you to show 
That the love I have was a fantasy play 
All in my head in my mind I always stay 
I choose the wrong way 
I think today is the time I should pay 
Should I call you today? 
What use to open the pain 
For you to forever know 
I was the last one to call you friend 
I'm afraid you pull me back again 
So I could pull you down and pin 
Us both down this deep abyss 

* Im Not The Way It Feels 

I'm not the way it feels 
Wish you could 
Wish you had 
Seen the safe space purgatory 
Saying yes to all the no's I owe 
Im a lone star 
Dealing time passcodes for real 
If feels could have a space to deal 
I'd need a galaxy to fill 
Milking the bedsheet stars on my sleeves 
Im a lone star 
In my humble shot 
Across the iris 
Of your living thoughts 
I live through you 
Never wasting doctors time 
Since I invest vitality 
Though the virus of coinhabiting 
Every search their matchinig 
Search for me 
This makes me happy
Leaving crumbs so that finite 
Doesn't feel so sadly 
I'm still alive 
When you catch me 
In a pixel or in some passing 
Trival thoughts that seem everlasting 
This is who I happen 
Shot in the iris shown 
The average matching 
Of what I consider lacking 
My passcodes could last a galaxy 
In bedsheets of ones and o's 
In a fortress of self imposed 
Build the wall that never goes 
I wrote this down so someone knows 

* The World We Love To Hate 

I'm another worst you could have 
The type that runs from your plans 
I take it far within  
Coldness overlays extremes of shy 
I'm another type of plan for life 
Wish you could decipher this why 
Why so long I never try 
I'm a world of hate 
And the worlds my bridge to flame 
Its the only time I'm without shame 
Its bridge to burn today 
I've done this so much 
Its pure instinct 
A sneeze of pure dis-sync 
A breath of fresh distance 
In a bridgeless figment 
Of another world I hold 
I'm sorry how I made you feel 
In my coldest distance away from real 
I take part here to show how you kill 
My insides apart, you scare me to feel 
Some weird edge my stomach instills 
I can only deal with dead objects still 
They can only do my will 
In other worlds 
Your just too real 
Take my time with amateur fields 
Taking time on laughable skills 
Six weeks to never conquer and will 
Negativity is the only real I feel 
And its the reel that spins forever until 
My pure instincts 
Huff the gas for real 
I don't read or write untill 
I have the urge to feel 
A laymens work 
Is anothers way to heal 
Take my scraps 
Their yours to shill 
Only preservation wins this deal 
And pirating is my vital will 
To spread across like viruses kill 
And leave no one but the thoughs I feel 

* CLEYW 

Everywhere I go 
No one has the slightest clue to do 
They give me faith they know 
For that faith is the only way they go 
To that everywhere I go 
In every isle on every face 
No has the slightest words of embrace 
Its only anger, passive aggressive hate 
Isn't that who I am today 
Showing every Isle at every place 
The length it took to make this face 
For the hate is the only way that makes me go 
To that everywhere that I eternally know 
I imagine if I saw you today 
I'd ignore your hellos and your wish to embrace 
I hate vulnerabilities at cost of my sake 
Just shut the fuck up, and get the fuck out my way 
I don't care if we have know 
Each other for years or decades 
Your face is the one I face 
In every isle upon everday 
For your the same as anyone else 
I have not the slightest wish to place 
A settlement of truths 
I am too spoiled to rid my ways 
I hope you cry when I disgrace 
I hope I smash your thoughts to shakes 
In a corner of my room 
Just like in the old days 
I hate the familiar 
I embrace my disgrace 
I know that you know 
For I show you everyday 
Come my way and you'll say 
What a petty way to change 
And I will show what you loathe 
A taste of realities lake 
I'd drown you in the face 
Letting you know any words I say 
Give a fuck if you float away 
I'd make the wave to push you contents always

* Unsubtle 

Unsubtle slings of crows 
In the edges of the crease 
The way you emote 
In the valleys from the weeks 
Of weeping to me 
How unsubtle I loathe 
Keep your stares toward my feet 
I don't want to see you anymore 
I parade around my neighbors hood 
Looking to burn off steam for good 
Unsubtly gaining rage I stood 
Across I fence I wish I could 
To take that step to push for should 
Within that realm of never would 
Even if your within that house taken 
Eleven deflated tears will be enough to make you vacant
I'm the only one walking in this grid of concrete stalking 
Sulking in my thoughts watching 
The curtain shadows jittery and stopping 
The world is always watching 
In a grid where no ones talking 
On a island of atomized longing 
To rid the anger inside of my laughs 
I laugh out loud to calm me 
An angry laugh is better then none 
A array of lights dizzing eyes burned through 
Like a flair scortched night of harsh lights glaze 
Though the eyes of everyday to compound upon my hate 
I wish it was you today 
In the window as a shadowy faint 
I wish I could reach in your widowed 
Life of a box you put me through and 
I could thank you enough to bring a fake smile too 
Dripping excellent tears that stain my collard shirts 
Its easly steamed from the immense pressure I exude 
In the most focus I could be 
When I finally stare in you 
Inside those two little black holes 
Gaping wide like drugs do 
I see how little I knew 
Of what most families fight through 
I never really liked you 
But its a situation of forcing truths 
A simulacrum of I love you's
A lubricant to get though the ruse 
Then just right out of the blue 
You need a favor from me too 
I could really just say fuck you 
But thank you is the expression to do 
A unsubtle surprise is waiting to bloom 
On anyone who even walks toward my gloom 
In the latest of the nights 
Wishing someone to allow me too 
Allow me the favor or terminating you 
Your motives are as clear as lube
Licking up my ass to collude
A bit of creative ventures you use 
Not a ounce from me you'll ever get to choose 
I could easily you choke you 
Till your black to grey and blue 
Those thespian skills you wish for me to freely lose 
Out of all my family 
I least think of you 
I least wake up to dreams of truths 
I hate you more that viral cahoots 
I used to wear vibrant colors when I can
Until I dyed it all to black 
I had a strong sense that I am 
The very colors that help me stand 
I make my covers match the words 
Inside my book, you don't have to look 
I make good use to display you away 
Run away for good
I make good use without you anyways 
My portraits tatted up 
With neon hair to match the mood 
Even though My skin is untouched 
And still waiting to be unsmoothed 
In spirit its written up 
Across the wrinkles to a facially apathetic mug 
Get used to my no-show's toward family
Its better alone, and I had enough 
If I had a million dollars to spare 
Do you really think I'd be here?
And be close toward people I fear 
WIll anger me toward another room bare 
Its all up to me 
I don't need a shrink to tell me to believe 
Its an excuse to excuse my excuse 
That my anger is diffused by any of you 
Its a feeling you get used too 
Knowing about your own ruse 
In a never-ending fit of eternal rage 
That anything will due as debt to be paided 
And I payed with my own pain 
As I took yours with me too 
I gave a fuck enough to learn 
What really fucking gets to you 
Take us all down a notch 
Inside my world of never the same 
In a similar un-similar change of changing myself to just feel ok 
The clothes medicate my rage 
Any art funnels it today 
If I didn't have an escape 
I would have wen't inside that house today 
And murdered my neighboors insane 
And caressed their neglected dog to escape 
To chew on their corpse as his pay 
I think I would sit on the roof and wait 
Until the whole world knew and came 
On a stage where most will hide in shame 
It would be a moment of release for the day 
It seems the whole worlds dead inside 
In a simulacrum of neon hair and vibrant lights 
In a simile of photoshopped inviting eyes 
Bringing back humanity within a preset to swipe 
Away are my days of hope 
I see the wallow that I so long ago begin 
See these neighboors watching me 
Waiting for their suspicions to make light again 
Lets take this around the town for a spin
When the late night walk douses out my steam within 
Upon a internet biome to stay cozy and sane 
With enough roundabouts to make anyone feel blamed 
I stake my odds toward the insane 
I stake my odds toward the gamble I play 
In a vibrating speaker that tells me what to say 
I make a move for the change 
In a frequency loop all day 
What will I do is what I will do anyway 
Whether or not I'm aware
I'm still in the game 
This plague has me staged 
In a theater play that I display 
I stake my ego on the silver plate 
In a delicious pursuit that everyone mouths today 
Im content and I'm ok 
With being the nobody that I am today 
I don't care to mingle 
I am much scared to say 
I don't really miss all the shit I pissed away 
I destory myself in the comfort of pain 
But without the hurt, I'm no one today 
But just another background stage 
In the cinema others feign 
Upon the person that I claim 
Full episodic lapses from sane 
With jittery mouths feasting all on my plates 
I don't care to heal though 
I feel as though its fate to disintegrate]
On the crumbs in the tables 
And from the table to my face 
I gorge on my fate 
The bitter crumbs 
Like tear drops away 
I swallow on supply 
And feast till I'm high 
Inside the bubble of the world 
That revolves around my pride 
With out this layer
 Its just all suicide 

* Inside My House

Inside my house 
Where the windows overlap the mouse 
Peaking out the Sarco now
Living decades beyond my clout 
Upon my spout 
Of future fortune tellers node 
Inside alone 
In the future younger mouths 
Im all alone 
With perfect people who say to me now 
Your finally out the screen 
In the future with us now 
Go ahead and sleep 
Your art is crystalized with me 
Viper's lofi swiping 
In a pixelated biting 
DIstorting, glitching, fighting 
Upon my reasons I'm suiciding 
Bloom out the cybernetic climbing 
In the same exact feed that your writing 
Clawing up the ladder, I'm still trying 
To crystalize a future spout to hide in 
In the melting pot
I'm creating  
To the point I forgot to sleep the last week 
Hammy down my hammy downs 
My creativities cramping 
Jumping jittery from feeling happy 
To float that ladder as I'm falling 
I choose this node so long ago 
Writing and rhyming 
To the point that I'm dying 
Giving up my youthful start 
Since death is igniting 
The party I borrow of tomorrow 
In Neon blue glazed hyphens
Im too far in the future 
To reap the benefits from my past 
For the sweat of my brow
Was for no reason at all

* Bound Clock
I don't want to stop 
But why assume I am the boss
That winds the sands of eternal shock
Tried to stop that hand upon the clock 
Its a safe assumption I made it stop 
It makes me function to believe in loss 
I'm bound by fate that I hope will rot 
Because its better then facing the world of cost 
I don't want to stop
I want to push for loss 
Until nothings left for me to rot
Clock by clock 
I make them stop 
Not by reversing hands 
But by smashing lots 
In the corner of the edge lies myself a lot 
I've been donating aledged acts of faith 
Pouring all my time into inanities sake 
For I've been here all the time 
And theirs no more time left to waste 
And just don't want to stop 
And I will never stop 
Dispersing these hands 
In the sands of eternal shock 
Bound by plans 
Beyond my thoughts 
In a connection I never saw worth a talk
Until my perspective went up 
Up and up beyond the loss 
In a skyscraping hand at noon on the clock 
Looking down, feeling gravity drop 
A minute will pass
And no more will it cost

I am yet someone 
Yet no one at all 
Seems to reach this vanity 
Is self imposed insanity
Im

And I don't want to stop 
My hearts the ticking clock 
I pierce my chest to make it stop 
Out with the old 
Let the in fill my thoughts
As my life begins its loss 
A minute will pass 
And no more will it cost 
The world to decay from my rot 

* Stuck 

Yeah I'm stuck in the life I choose 
In the life that you roll 
I'm been started 
What I could have just been 
Because I am what I am 
Aint no pretense 
Ain't no superstitious act
Filling chrome in the cracks 
Feeling High off my supply 
I guess Its a placebo effect
Vivoed my life in a pre roll 
In a smoke screen preset 
Now that I came 
It turned into a go to regret 
Turned a narcissist toward a schizoid shell 
And psychosis is heading my way as well 
I look at my kind being picked apart 
By the new race of sociopathic hell 
I took myself out the equation for now 
Awaiting to emerge in the future I will 
I know enough to know I'm destined to fail 
I'm counting the days I have left to fulfill 
I can't handle the path I began 
So long before I even took a glance 
Im at a lost for what forces I can't predict 
Just because my minds too thin 
Doesn't mean its not coming my away 
I cans sense I'm heading away 
From the world I had thought that I stayed 
In a gauntlet drowning proofs 
WIth bitter tunes and substance abuse 
I know the end too well to prove 
My actions are instinctual to do 
Unknowing truths is hassle to fullfill 
I need a strong decent to get rid of how I feel 
Realities the medusa head I can't help but stare 
Crystalizing my vibrance to stone and grey 
In unformed human today 
I will forever be like this always 
A chip of the past 
Just rubble to lay 
As the foundation for the better man today 
I know enought to know the path is laid 
Knowning alone won't change my ways 
I'm craving pain, thats all I know 
Even in the most well intentioned homes 
I have no places left that I can roam 
Everyone knows the trap for so long 
II might die in 30 days 
I might try even today 
I can't make time to find an escape 
When I'm drowning in my laymens bandaids 
They think I murder people down the street 
Won't it be funny to know it was only me 
I'm not making plays to leave the weeks 
I'm only counting up my sheep 
To hurry up and sleep 
I'm just pushing though the sheep 
To finally rid out these weeks
Im just a pawn thown out for kings 
Im just a prong they use to reap 
The best nuggets of reality 
They never even given us a piece 
I'm better at the lotto to compete 
Death is soon to complete 

* Sublimate 

I sublimate smiles for a frown 
Making subconscious nuances to have someone around 
At least the abuse makes me wound 
For feeling nothing keeps me feeling always down 
Martr complex invading everything I feel 
With the self relazation that nothing I see is close to even real 
Peaking in others roseless glasses to see how I feel 
A constant rush of pain when I know the truth I reel 
I take these bitter pills 
To remind myself that at least I'm still real 
Allowing the darkness inside to overfill 
Abandoning the little vibrancies I subconsciously overkilled 

* Glue 

Anger consumes me for not helping you 
When the hope that I would have your back 
Is a reoccurring smile 
Of I smile I never had 
You had to wipe my face to not feel sad 
If I could say 
Just one more day at work today 
Would the choice of 5 years 
Just go all away 
Would I wake up to see you here 
With our own, in a better place
A saw you in a link displayed 
As an anorexic girl 
In a 50 year old case 
The way she smiles, gives her away 
Seeing the bones behind the pretty face
As a part of the group that turned you away 
I'd give up my life to see your fate change
Hospitals left you out with no escape 
Juggling though people who hold a piece of your fate 
Asking for mercy like a child on display 
Looking for hand to call dad as you say 
Please don't let me die today 
With eyes like a child looking to escape 
I can barely help myself 
How could I just watch you fall from grace 
In the comfort of my tinted windows 
Behind glasses that never change 
Its safe away from sun 
Exposing the harshness of life 
In exruciating detail 
To the point of giving in to strife 
I choose myself over my people 
And I regret that I can't find 
A way back through to gain a clue 
On how to avoid these fates I helped try 
My defense against the truth is to never come by 
My defense is in a pocket of amateur poem lines 
Everybodys dying and I'm trying to hasten time 
In everlasting night, where no light can ever shine 

* Gag

Be the Chad of today 
To become the fad of tomorrow 
I'll be glad I escaped 
By removing the tiers that I borrowed 
I'm not as high looking down 
And I'm not as tall when you're up 
Im not in the game of chasing ladders 
For the fall grows more with response 
To mindlessly climb to that endless heaven 
Success was supposed to be an out 
But as I sigh Upon the top 
An little wind can take me down 
I'm a target now 
At the bottom they blow a kiss
To my ladder to push it around 
To destroy what years I did 
I'm safe within the ground 
As the bodies splatter and ricottche 
Off the failure of dreaming high 
When so many told me of this 
I think why 
Why pro's and Con's exists
In a neverending kiss 
Making love toward a child that exists 
as the stillborn life of what we did 

* *
Paradox of tragedy leads to the parody of reality
I loss the ability to make use of these pills 
When the placebo is known 
Its just me spinning my wheels 
30 years I've known 
To regret what feel

*Reason to live 

I obey, and liquify 
As addiction intensifies 
Drano is a masochists drink 
To match the pain my introjects think 
Risking ones life to elude intimacy 
Is an echo chamber of strife 
Of Fading in to obscurity
Its not a job, its my destiny 
I'm a slave of my own abuse 
And the stockholm drive is telling me: Survive 
So I can infect another slave to live my bitter life 
Crawling in my mothers tomb in pelvic bones to hide 
Distended is no longer you 
Your just sand blown in the sky 
Erased by the hands of almighty time 
Where can I find another mind 
To fill the holes you cut in mine? 
An introject is the blunt tool to find 
Was that all you where? 
A figment of lies? 
I buried the real you 
Decades before you died 
And it took all this trouble 
To understand I never tried 
To find the real you 
Because their was never even I 
I lie awake and just cry 
In the oceans of finding truth
As it consumes my unfulfilled life 
Of lies and half-dues 

I obey, and liquify 
As addiction intensifies 
In a masochists dream 
Of accepting my introjects drink 
They are my only friends 
No matter the abusive streak 
I come back to save my grace 
And accept the punishments with ease 

Its seems nothing can ever satisfy 
Their longing to see me sink 
I died so long ago
Yet they allow me to walk and think 
As if I'm still the person I was 
So long ago, yet not to far 
I have accumulated too many scars 
To never be asked "who you are"
Are you who I thought you once showed me you where? 
Was I ever the things I showed you to curb? 
Those dark times shut off from the outside that hurts 
My every insides showed me to escape in my inner life for what its worth 




* Downshifting 

Move up and upgrade your lounge 
Toward much harder work 
That you obey to pound 
On these splintered filled doors 
That pains you to make a sound 
Drowning out the inner questions 
On what its all about?

They said I would be free when I reach the peak 
Of approaching a figure of 4 lifetimes in a week 

But when I stand on the side I used to look up in the sky 
I felt that emptiness that I thought I could hide 
In my glass house imported from mirrored lives 
I have so much doors open 
That I am scared and paralyzed

Paralyzed by the fear that my success was a lie 
Of conforming toward a standard that I was too weak to fight 
Technology was my crux 
My only friend who was their at anytime 
And that friend was just the same 
A gossip machine for money and likes 

My life's failures have been crystalized
In a infinite memory machine  
Of shaming the real human side of me 

What's life but sensitivities 
Ingrained by our society 
Susceptible at an influential stage 
Written smugly in a wikipedia page 

Cuffs slipping off my hands and they have the audacity to say 
How bad I am and that I should be ashamed 
Ashamed of what gracious luck has come toward my way 

I don't claim to know the answers or that gods on display
At this point in my life, I can be argued either stage 
With my hands clasped to a cross or on a button to detonate 
My potentials seems vast the more I encapsulate 

Its a shame that I can't conform to the new estate 
It seems I am jealous that others placebos never fade 
In fact I prefer the nanny state gazebo over the path I always take 
Because I ended up richer faster and I had more distractions on the way 

Its what fulfills your mind that I can't seem to escape 
Living offline fills that void somedays 
Potentials in my mind I have to check off to embrace 
The satisfaction that I conquered what success means in this place 

But my success is not this way 
Its alone in the woods 
With no one to embrace 
Its the cold harsh gloom 
That the world is a place 
Infected by people 
Who shouldn't be alive today 

Technology was my cruz 
My vitality to escape 
My weakened mortal body 
Like a leech 
I suck always 

If I shouldn't be alive 
Then subconsciously I knew anyway 
Yet knowing I am the problem 
Mutants are telling me to stay 

What use for suicide 
If another resumes my life 
What use for living life 
When my placebos worthless tonight 

My intelligence is not enough for me 
To justify doing anything 
So I hitch a mind off of strangers 
Who seem to understand these things 
But it all just seems so fake to think 
That another human being 
Is beyond these frailties 
The human mind is a enigma to find 
Peeling through the layers of trauma and rewinds 
Of certain memories to soothe that reality that fades 
The more you rewind 
The more corrupted it displays 
Until its nothing like the memories you held up everyday
As a bitter reminder that you still have potentials on the way 

Is it better to give in 
To the powers of mutant hands 
When it fulfills most categories I need 
Yet the most fulfilling section is never reached
It seems I'd give up everything for the one important little catagory
In which I'm on my way to destroy society 
The push and pull of pent up energy 
Its an orgasmic release off pure rage ecestacy 
Its a fine line I wear on my sleeve 
From mass shootings to human civility 
These festering thoughts are boiling my needs 
Of hiding the truth of my intentions on the street 
Innocent by-standards aren't enough for me 
Its the monoplized tech pushing for insanity 
With graphs of mental decline
Written off as a cost of business redlining  
Your final red line plateau
Would be my target on your nose 






* Cube 

I traveled this maze 
So long and so far 
When the answers were right where I belong 
In an average size american room 
rubriksing around 
The same panel blues
Wishing the cube was as ice blue as my frown 
A rat in a maze that just sits in his place 
How can I ever know what they want for me to display 
I'm the last one out 
I won't ever get a taste 
Of the combination out 
From this mysterious place
I used to be signaling a signaling asotus 
Pushing away the feelings of closeness 
To the edge of counter signaling now 
Scarring the last friends on their way out 
Pink is the new black 
As I smile in anger in my cube that will in fact 
Take me to the bridge I want now 
An all white vision 
Of human disability 
Forming together 
Blunt tools of cohesion 
Only humans will think I made the decision
But I hope somewhere much higher 
They could defend my position 
Counterintuitive is a gamble and thats how 
So many romantics take the risk of love and clout 
When it wasin't smarts or looks to be proud 
Its a bliss for world without the clouds 
If my vison impairs me enough to be shroud 
Of steel bars that saves me from the free fall of thinking 
Sometimes an injury could be the evolution I'm seeking 

* W 

Would 3 years of time 
Justify this procrastinating rhyme 
To allow myself 3 dotted lines 
Of any relationship near 
Future children won't be a delusion 
That can satisfy my mortality to disappear
It's apparent that my talks will reach to no ones thoughts 
I've allowed myself to rot 
For nothing more than a tiny spot 
In the futures timeline slot of caring to remember 
Its like 3 slots of wishing that faith 
Would push me through a jack of all trades 
Yet I redact future decades
For 3 years I can't remember 
Awashed in a slumber that I can never seem to enter 
Taking walks to challange my fright 
Of early mornings of summer bright 
With chucks of night stuck on each of my eyes 
With a night storm rain dripping to vaporize in light 
Some magnetic field propelling pressure in my eyes 
I can feel the pressure within 
As if its in my brain stem that it hides
As a midwit with a midbrain so rotten 
I've zombified 
As an animated corpse to be tormented with living dread 
That 3 more years will rollover again 
As a ritual I oblige 
 
* #HO7

Tears without the ink blot mess 
In iconoclastic waves 
Of hyper realist ways 
As if personas 
In pathological establishments 
Withdraw my micro perspectives 
With a macro lens to see how small 
Of a large pond with famine nurturing 
Nuturing my counter-signaling ways 
A prototype gone astray 
A mutated being that shouldn't be alive today 
A modern day saint 
Hidden in conflicted sextual feelings 
Im on page 28 
Of what truth they throw away 
Consider my cultural value 
To tell me when to opress 
The realities of my fate 
High emotions creates high stakes 
With a trigger finger ready 
To blow it all away 
Cultural dictates
That help is on the way 
With a monthly price tag
Of paying for isolate 
Man of publics fall 
Society exacerbates 
In as much porn as I 
In superficial debates 
I invite the traps they bait 
For prey is the word I say before grace 
In a buffet of my own worst case 
Of which wrong turn to take 
I downplay the delay I seek everyday 
To hide in the shade to evade my decay 
I ballet a cliche of indifference on display
My triumphant banter, is social morale for its sake
I play on my words like phrase twice paraphrased 
I telophased my thoughts today 
Inside a schizoid membrane 
Endlessly repairing an overactive phase 
Of fighting the same thing that keeps me living today 
Machoist, auto immune 
Destroying good cells 
For a cell as a room 
I am the target 
The foreign disease 
And my lease has gone up 
Eviction signs on the streets 
Decayed architecture for many miles 
As it seems
Their is nowhere else to go 
And everyone's tired of my games 

* 84hf943

I'm disgusted by the thought of you 
Listening to me saying I love you 
To do these very things churns my stomach in two 
But whenever I hide, I say those words inside my room 
Allowing it to Ricochet in hopes it might reach thorough
Decaying in a tiny slew 
Of barren walls in a minimalist tomb 
Maybe it will leak through white walls too 
Inside your dreams of a better life 
Of a sibling who 
Was unashamed of showing you 
A deep understanding how blue 
How blue I go knowing you 
Will never know how much I hide loving you 

* Mutantlation 

Self Mutilation is as ethical as second hand smoke
You can get away with some 
But too much isin't free 
You got kids to feed 
And a due to society 
Taxpayer my lungs 
Been oozing a spree 
Of chugging all I own 
Down the trash bin dispensary 
I smashed it away 
My PC Wallscreen 
So the looters can pay 
For their lowballing tendencies 
You won't get much pay 
From my trash bin, you fucking freak 
Lowballing me down
Then you sneak to get a peek
Of the snow dust you found 
See your your face in a morturie
With gas masks abound 
Metalation 
I seek your fragrance 
Of endless vacants 
Like an infinity of vergency 
My anger propels in me 
Deliberation my proclamation that chains are changing 
When your kid saw you go down 
Been oozing a spree 
To get back at society 
I owe it to myself to be 
Exactly what you'd thought I'd leave 
Even my corpse will make your smell contort 
Into the wonderfull smell 
Of leaving this earth 
I threw myself away 
Like a shovel throws dirt 
In the endless mound today 

* Bank Account

My Bank accounts been confiscated
Levied with Levi's I wore last week 
I'm privledged enough to not be on the street 
In a domicile owned by anyone else but me 
And how can I be 
Able to show myself every week 
as common day people 
When I never bleed like they bleed 
Im still 
In a sucicidal streak
If I suck the life out 
It should only end with me 
I think I'm sorry 
I wish I was hardly asleep 
But I doze with my eyes open 
Its just nausea to see 
I'm stumbling around 
With no drugs even near me 
I fucked up my brain 
And I can't remember how to think 
Im hiding in plain day 
As the stuck out slit in the week 
Of walking in haze 
As if I was an NPC 
My friends can not escape 
The harshness of work weeks 
I should kill myself today 
To give it to someone worth the need
Someone has to fill the spots 
Its not like everyone can fit on top 
Accept the race or drown in thoughts 
That your exactly where you should damn be 
In a decent of rot 
I caught this chill so slow it shocks 
The people who feel they know who I was 
Every blue moon I am a washed by loss 
Of the person I was 
As await new thoughts 
Of getting the will 
Of confidence to shill 
As a commodity
That I use just like pills 
I up all the dose 
TIll all I can do is choke 
Pills that never worked so hard 
I let my mind do all it knows 
That cheat code down 
That perception that how 
A persona can shroud 
Itself with mounds 
Of masks so Ill fit 
It sticks out of bounds 

* OFC

What to do in a world out of control?
You make up a story that you can control?
In a tailored environment that only you can escape 
Between the body and the mind, your own hidden place 
Of course I can go out and try to change my mind 
But theirs a reward at the end of my self defeating rhymes 
I can breathe once again with the dark energy gone for a night  
In a organismic couple of minutes of enjoying my demise 
Everything I know is flipped its script to unknowns 
My religion, my sex, my age, my pros 
My cons, my gender, my height, my songs
My psychology or biology or my financial stocks or bonds 
Its a melting pot of loose archives of once was 
In a new form, so far removed 
Its like aliens from above 
What new world should I move 
In dystopia or my thoughts?
I have no need to leave my cage 
When theirs a bigger one I caught 
I lose and loss my life for thoughts 
Of knowing the world is splintered across 
The vast landscape of pros in cons 
Was it always just show as removing the con? 
As the absence of cons creates the pros that your on? 

* These 11 minutes

These 11 minutes are mine 
In a statistic in time 
As the one to fill the spot 
As another awaits in line 
I don't care to snitch my reasons why 
I already said it a million times 
I won't bore you with incessant depressive lines 
We all have a path to fill in life 
As the clock ticks by 
WIth the itch to say sorry 
When sorry substitutes your crime 
Of opting out of my 
Ground hog leisure time 
Life was a not a fixed disorder 
But a metamorphic order 
Of accumulating thoughts 
And experiences as I'm older 
I'm tired of carrying similar old boulders 
By all those times I can't get over 
I'm crystalized in a river of time 
As tiny tears dripping through the ground that I hide
Emotions only reside 
In this disorder f mine 
Life just seems out of order
In the chaos is gone tonight 
Its the only consistency I had with my 
From ripe old age to the age of 3 
When a vision appeared right in front of me 
That I was the star of my tv reality 
and 11 more minutes will be its finality 

* Cancel Me Out 

Cancel me out 
Canals in web handshakes 
Waves of wipeouts 
In the delusion of guaranteed 
In A aquatic looking benz
In a transparent reflective offspring 
Its the narcissist drown to dream 
As he awakes right back to sleep 
Don't talk, just think 
Inherits temporary splendor 
By the hidden lie of remember 
Curated so carefully 
Drip my famine digital footprint 
In decaying lots of monopolized archetypes 
On the edge of a sooner click to demise 
15 percent still remaining my battery life 
In a waterproof phone on a mortal-proof high 
Just fuck the way I talk 
As you bounce around my thoughts 
My batteries hassle proof 
The fuck just loss what to say 
In such inelegant ways 
Inside a reasonable room 
With no one left to talk 
With unreciprocating takes
Left to ones own devices 
Is that such an L to take? 
Shake-sperian days are just delusions to do 
I have a wrong sense of humor 
When did aqua turn so black and gloomed 
WHen those shiny rays turned into clues
What those were the days 
That will forever be above you 
With your choosen ending play 
Of a wrong sense of human decay 
At the bottom of the sea 
Floating up eventually 
Cancel me out 
In canals of guaranteed 
Waves of light now 
In the delusion that I am free
As a floating thought you think 
You think of me so sloppily 
Could you bring back the same 
As a high quality excerpt 
OF the decent towards insane 
Could you clue me in the difference 
OF what I thought you thought of me 
Could you bleed it out for free 
Just like self conflicted pains 
Of floating through the same bathroom 
Re-remembering this thought times two 
I'm older by a decade than you 
With cavities into my brain 
Drained out and cracked in 
Been so savagely thin 
I lay myself to decline 
Depravities a synth 
That plays its tone just all the time 
Line by crime, I re-paste 5 
If its not mine, its yours to reply 
I did my duty still 
And haven't even played me a dime 
I gave it all for free 
And look what it did to me 
Put inside a hidden number 
Of what people say I should do 
Many time I have been before 
Searching for ways out this loop into more 
I'm in a never end of heys
In the hopes not to see you 
Blue lights on display 
In a disco light of hue 
With my mind on your face 
Of wondering how skewed I knew 
I fantasies I'll gloom
In a padded cell or two 
Where non work is everyday
So I can focus on killing you 
Sex is a hand of no off days 
A vibrating gland of evolution on display
Contorting the demands in bigger complex ways 
Until its all but a kink that put you in the cage
Littering out 
The cost of old age
Come see me now 
And tell how I changed 
Oblivious to your own 
PErmanent rearrange

* Transparent Skill 

Transparent skill can be mistaken as run of the mill
As a ghost note variety that silence wraps until 
Nothingness is the space to allow you to fulfill 
Like a canvas border, you need space to make it real 
The art of balancing the canvas to what you feel 
A projection of space through the elements I reel 
Emptiness is the necessary restraint to allow me to fill 
Whatever mode I had, in whatever amount I can 
The edges of the bottle is another canvas again 
Half filled or half full, it depends what mood I am in 
But it has to be empty, for this all to ever begin 
I used to use each space, for it to not go to waste 
Finding shortcuts to fill ever crevasse at will 
But I find more freedom in what to erase 
Than the urge to push for more, and thus require more space 
More space that bounds me into place 
As the barricades of freedom, to push creativity in its place 
Am I only a slave to the canvas, or is the canvas my only escape 
In the confines of modern life it seems, I would try to rationalize my time  
I'm unwise yet I try to pinpoint these reasons why 
I'm a stroke in a canvas from some other artists mind 
Attempting a stroke at those things I can't find 
I am merely wasting time, In a journey I spent my life 
In the confines of those rewinds 
In a churning nightmare I find 
What risk is this to live in bliss 
Compared to knowing how deep this abyss 
In the canvas of the world, as stroke to be erased 
To allow this art to breathe, as emptiness takes my place 

* Collude 

You'll collude with anyway 
That takes you away
But that fleeting day 
Won't stay today 
You worked so hard 
To reach a place 
That anyday 
Is best displaced 
The pursuit is real
The catch feels fake 
So you pursue a pursuit 
That you cannot escape 
You worked so hard 
To never get a taste 
Without a pursuit 
What will take its place?
All the thoughts you postpone 
They'll come out in that way 
You must always get things done 
You must always just displace 
Further in the future 
Where today will be another day 
And another upon another chase 
colluding with anyway to erase 

* To The Man Down The Street 

To the man down the street 
I am sorry I overthink 
I hope this little rhyme 
Will defend my watch of crime 
For I saw you in a blink 
Away though time I had to think 
Should I help or hide? 
In my bed and reclined 
I always prove to choose wrong 
Always late and every time 
Was it fake or was it real life? 
Was it a drug deal in broad daylight? 
Was it a rough house friend or a muggers delight? 
I can only assume that I should have changed my mind
To the man down the street 
That might have lost his life 
I am the world of apathy 
To watch you die 
In the rays of the sun 
In the middle of primetime 
In a city in which we walk 
Over your corpse 
As if we are blind 
Or too coward to acknowledge
That we are too scared too fight 
I have seen this many times 
And I feel today 
Was my day to do that right 
In the worst of any way 
In that It probably costed your life 
I can't trust a thing when I scan all these streets 
Everyone's a chance to be a statistic in a spree 
I know that while I am always walking 
Scanning my odds as if no ones watching 
Taking a distance as people approach me 
I always walk when they talk to halt me 
Always from the back someone trys to stop me 
They say Hey and wait
And I walk backwards and wave 
With enough feet behind me 
To resume forward to another bait 

* fhurigqh4uh43gh4u3gu34hu

Elaborate display of beautiful decay 
Watching the edges of my words just fade 
Angered in the acceptance that now its ok 
In a calm after storm of losing the page 
A page I risked my life today 
For nothing more than to corrupt and stagnate 
On my phone in a trash can away 
Was the poem I wish to have always 
Again and again I relive that same day 
Losing the poems that I bleed into decay 
All for just the flicker of a thought that always 
That art is never promised another day 
That it can leave you without notice to stay 
And cherish all the time you risked to say 
What little worth those words you displayed
Its ok that this poem won't amount to that day 
I lose my best work, and to me, thats ok 
Its ok to lose the fight
To lose the vibrance in the light 
To see it myself today 
Is to know it existed in some way 
Its ok to know that I left that day 
In the past in the trash and rid myself the pain 
For its the journey I take and maybe in another day 
I can relive another moment to write again that page  

* Corrupted Poems: My revolving image 

Their word that they abide 
I'll rip it off their face 
And every paste when they fake hi's 
Everytime I start to die 
It goes through me like a round about spinning by
My revolving image
Who I am? 
Cashing though my cobbled hide 
Cobble stone is the ground to shoot 
Cobble stone mess you push my way 
How can I? 
Pick the path without compromise 
Its my self to demise 
With a single tear on the eyes 

I cut a piece of you 
Or a piece of my own for you 
And I do this toward unknowns 
Toward a crowd that might never show 
I'll never know the first of your names 
Or even if my success was my mistake 
Treating swapmeet racks like my art exhibit 
To re-sell you the box you threw away 
In a landfill wider than your estates you pay
Thats my mansion where I reside today 
Laying here
Skinless like I always was 
Watching you build your building blocks
In a tower to over my infinite first stone
In all your claustrophobic castles all alone
With the spam box as your throne 
In rubber blowups as a kid 
It the padded walls of jumphouse kicks 
With candles outside coming toward me 
Celebrating the fire going free 
Into the bitterness nothing 

Its a cursed day to sing happy birthday 

You insipid fool and fraud 
In a facade your friends dissolved 
Thats why I never get involved 
I've been etched with paints of clowns 
I'm half a mine when I never leave the house 

Pulled through my dreams of amnesia drought 

Oh sweet progeria 
Challenge my grandiosity 
Of my overt finality 
Of my inevitable fatality 

I can see it as I peer 
As I get more near and near 
The mirrors tell me to steer 
Off the bridge into the pier 

You can see I'm on my way 
Upon forever being everyday 
Fight or flight 
Best yet I just freeze in life 
In a cold demise 
In the ruins of a landfill slide 


Solace from trauma 
Blue bathroom streaks 
Ridding me of my veins to see 
Black and blue my face still hues 
In the color of my room 
With white padded booths 
With sounds that are useless 
To rid my hyperacusis 
These walls don't speak free 
I have to yell to reach haunting 


* 283rh

I push my paragraphs off the page 
Catching the fragments of thoughts forgotten 
Until it reaches my 5 o'clock haze
In an random access memory of ways 
Seething in sorrow begotten 
begrudging and clutching my recovery phrase 
On an email corrupted to never be gazed 
It might as well have allready been erased 
My ways are the haze I forgotten on the page 
A phrase begotten in an angrily haze 
I gaze to show myself always
To be the page on the shelf that must be erased 

Anger derived from many years that I hide 
Self corrupted to medicated pain healers to reside 
I feel the drop of my anxiety to watch you die 
In a world of my own devices to try 
Its an lie for a lie 

So harmless they don't bat an eye 
When I charge them with a slice to the thighs 
I make them lick my blade as I 
Split their tongue from left to right 
Tell me through your eyes 
How you didn't bat an eye
Just a moment ago 
Your scans are superficial and shallow 

Opened your mouth to rest my boot 
Balanced on one foot
To test when your jaws will collapse 
Your so slick in crew 
But not out all alone 
It's a payment thats due 
And I'm pushing you along 
With my foot through your roof 
In a mouth so oblong 
I dragged my feet out 
Like I was scraping off gum 

Clamped your head to cage 
With milometers of space
With your jaw wide broken 
I pour black widows on your face 
Coughing up mounds of black glaze 

Your reaction times are infamous 
Like some swapmeet subtitled movie shit 
You're lucky I gave you deliverance 
From your purgatory of ignorance 

* Best of Me

On your good side in return
For bad try's, I never learn 
Churning my insides for the need 
Forcing myself back down asleep 

Frequent bouts of younger you's 
Taking over the newer you 
Catching whims of fading blues 
In a barley past world I barely knew 

In the comfort of the gloom  
So rigid I can not move 
But the days keep coming though 
And today will just have its due's

Hudled in the nude 
In a sharp corner inside the room 
A pawn that still has yet to move 
I shouldn't be long until life does it to you

Reality burns the theater films down 
How can I go around 
With out the curated life I found 
With in a box with endless imbounds 
Its always life to try and impound 
Anthing that gets you aroused 
If You go too far 
You might no make it back out

* WP

Bound around the clock of being around 
Surround the blocks with walls of siren sounds 
Hellcopters can't seem to drown them out 
In a 3am draw from word of mouth 
Vibrating mounds of numbness among us 
I'm a normal text file 
Corrupted by codes so vile 
It'll fill your memory modes 
To a glitch you never heard 
It hurts when best is worse 
And I know that less in best 
Stacking shitpiles to impress 
Only the creditors when the creep 
Pursue in a choosing of holiday purusing 
Glueing up my pelican fur 
In a brief case named after the fellow you heard 
Let me freeze in a blink 
To where I can catch up on my sleep 
FOr its years that I'll need 
To pay off debts of overthinking 
Clashing urges on everydate
Seeing it roll into the days
Chasing the chase upon the chase 
Leaving a trail along the way 
In a vision where everythings glazed 
In a sleepless heavenly haze
How can I get better when its free to get dazed 
As no amount of money can ever have it replaced 
Its the chase of chasing the days 
To see if they overlap or take over my place 
I have so many ways to stage a ok 
And so little to ever try and change
I'm all upon the daze of getting chased 
I'm tired of pursuing a thing to chase 
I'll let it catch me, I won't move no 
I am the person to do cit today 

* rgthju6756thr

Too sad to in vert his smile 
A pseudo-path tucked into his child
I could have seen it for miles and miles 
But its the path that only I can only follow 

I'm on a track that dips and shakes 
Below the iceberg my thoughts displace 
None penetrates the superficial case 
That I cobbled up a life for today 

I'm glad not glad Im still a child 
I'm just sad I've gone old and so vile
I've seen this fate for miles upon miles 
But its the only path that I know I can follow 

I've dabbled in a hug with homless junky thug 
Feeling her bones between her waist 
As she disintegrats onto my face 
I cobbled up the pieces she chucked 
From her walmart cart and hair grooming shrubs 

I argue with a religous woman as she hates 
The way that I am and the way that I taste 
I ask her for a moment at her places 
And she runs away but waits from her car to see my face 
I see her in the light in the alley down my place

I've spent a day of no sleep 
To some county in desert hills 
In womans hoarding retreat 
With machete under my feet 

She shows me her family as she begins too weep 
I wake up to find myself down the street 
In mall so far away, so modern, so prestine 
In a tropical haven from the wasteland I sleep 

All these women project an image on me happily 
TO fulfill that price they want me to be 
Even satan was beautiful until 
He let the his disease take over his will 

Can't I play enemy and victim at will? 
Knowing I'll be just like the people I want to kill 


Those guys who think they are run of the mill have 
A better off chance than the one who can't tell 
What other schemes girls have to try to pretend to miss a pill 
They want to shackle up a guy who they think they can fulfill 

Even satan knows his place to reside 
As he burrows himself in darkness and pride 
Its the only place I wish to hide 
In a shallow world of dark and light 


I'm on the shoreline hiding my tears 
On something I haven't thought in years 
Even here, anger lurks at the pier 
In the night with no one to hear 



Its all so chaotic I can't believe its real 
Its all so wrong people won't believe me still 

* fgyhhhhh

Balancing ecxtacy with agony 
Purifying reality with insanity
Sanatizing brain cells to amnesia streaks 
From the foggy mirror in front of me 

* I gave up 

I gave up when I woke up 
On telling myself to give up 
I care so much on how I care to go up
That I read a book on how to not give a fuck 
Counter signals the rage  
I put my money where your mouth is 
By pretending I'm ok 
But I'm on my way to a toxic display 
Red blue yellow in a human today
Expanding the spread of my lats like a plumage of rage 
Humble bragging my way to the stage 
Hey ya'll its ok that you say 
You're only here for the fame? 
I'm doing the very same thing 
In a inverted kind of way 
Can you face the decay of my genetics as you taste
The tip of my tongue so black its erased 
In the pitch black night that we shared in the shade 
Walking toward a park light lit like a play on a stage 
In a modern mating blight of an LED shame 
Can you hear the assemetry in the words that I say 
Can you smell the overbearing signals that push you astray 
Bottling a rage into the kindness that sends you on your way 
To hunt for the perfect signalling man on display 
Go on your way 
Because I'm actually ok 
With spending my life 
In a self-asylum today 
The world is two-faced 
And so I to-face right back anyways 
Now I understand the histronic need to hide in bait 
Awaiting for any sustinance to put her back on her feet 
And out of anyone, she comes for me 
In a subconcious world she keeps
Always needing for someone like me 
To break her down thoseknees 
To cry herself to sleep 
I cry myself too late it seems 
I visit you delayed in eons of dreams 
Where I dissolved all the pain and the hate 
In the fountain of tears you spawned all for me 
To keep me afloat for the comming weeks 
And it hurts to think that it helps you sleep 
In some masocisitc obsessive need 
To have someone around whos just like me 
Hurting you over incessantly 
And still you never cared why 
Maybe its impossible to find 
In your augmented physique 
Within your plumage so devine 
That it halves your years to weeks 
Just to maintain that perfect shrine 
Im plucking my spread just to think 
To feel the weight float off effortlessly 
And the attention still comes for me 
In a counter signalling spree 
My face says I should be dead 
But I'm strong enough instead 
That a vice turns into a shining 
Display that I have something 
Something so vital to keeping me breathe 
You wonder about why, then ever about me 
My future can be told through the wrinkles of my eyes 
Because I'll be crying for the wrongs that I did for the rest of my life 
It's a comforting sadness to be the orchastrator of my demise 
For no one can own that job 
I enjoy the bleakest of the prize 
When late night rambling end with a surprise 
That the future is still within my grasp 
And yet I push it aside 
To lay die and wait to die 
Waking up to find I haven't given up enough to even try 
Whats the point of fondest memories 
When they corrupt more that a fucking virus spreading line 
Codes in all directions 
On how to dress and how to be liked 
And I look up and choose 
What words and phrases ryhme
Interlaced with moods 
That have me thinking I lost my mind 
I fatasize of getting wasted and obliterating everything in site 
With no rules or inhebitions that I have been waiting my whole life 
But this mind castrates my balls evertime 
But they overgrow when alchohol  combined 
I could really make another man 
Wince when he sees on display 
A coward man saving up his agrassive debts 
All to paid for in one single rep 
I pull the trigger and your dead 
I wipe the bones off of my head 
How could I save my anger to one bad day 
Where I slaughtered all the wrong people that changed 
But I stayed the same 
When were kids 
You were the cog that made me this way 
Just the same as I did my share always 
I guess its not whos to blame 
But should we change that word change 
Is their even a way 
When everything a finite of space 

* 1 in 100,000

1 in 100,000
That one guys me 
Sounds great when its odds against death 
And painfully sadistic whens an incurable diasese 
And that one guys me 
In a tonic of sounds that can never seem to leave
I hear the ocean like a alarm clocks buzzing 
Tearing through the rubberized seams 
I can feel the winds bouncing 
Howling in a cave that bleeds 
Im in an overprotective shell 
Canablizing itself to hell 
For everything thats me 
Is the enemy to be erased 
Its the self pursit of a tail biting snake 
To be shown the bite he takes 
Infecting itself to change 
I've been lowkey
I've been working privately
In a tail bite pursuit of getting myself to that horizion 
I know sometimes I keep myself from lying 
But if I don't lie enough 
That 100,000 turns into a 1000
In an inverted horizon 
Where the darkness shades my dying 
It kept me looking for a tail today 
A double bite signature 
However displaied
A bundle of bites
Or a bungie of bubble butt kites
Wisking away like stars in the night 
And burning like Q's on a stove to buy 
Channel the blows of code corupting lately
With no check disks to come and save me 
They send me to that clinic 
The same one I coped cheap condoms and babies 
Idiocracy saved me
Don't you think were too smart for this world maybe?
Things are never linear or exponential or sentemental
Or even purely coincedental
Even the vertabrates are minimaly resonable 
437 genes 
What a minimalist life 
Even at the genetic seams 
Its not the notes 
But the space inbetween
To climb your gentics through time 
Like a spiral of code on a string 
Im a python at the tail to tethe 
Testing how much I can sink 
My poetry is the crash report I send 
To anyone willing to listen 
For if I'm stuck in links of rot 
At least I tried to make yours stop
I'm fading between lust and sane 
From shooting blanks at a governmental page 
Govenor Sally is the dame to chaze 
In a manga that I made just in time to numb my pain o
I know I told myself to change 
But 10 years is a loop to untie 
And I looped it so much it scraped the sky 
Its quite a feat besides the crime 
A crime to destroy gods creating lie 
You think thoses animals rub each other for kids 
It seems you wish it werent so piss 
But the same holes spew out you breathing sticks 
Spouting life from faucet dicks 
Tripping off the pawn shop hits 
Losing my mind off this stolen shit 
Testing my poetry toward anything that fits 
In the lines of code that the 64 did 
I guess I should open source my privacy 
And beg for money privately 
Tiktoking my senator to come and like me 
So I can get a job and likely 
Do the very things that arent likely 
But everythings pointed right at me

The world is a lonely place 
As the only intelligent human race 
Our big brother species all gone in a haste 
No one else but our own, all alone in our waste
If I can't exit reality 
I'll modify its change 
Testing how far my corruptions have came 
Tearing my senses to not feel a thing 
Until all I am is just a vat and a brain
Simualted by a brain in a vat 
Unware the shadows are depicting my cave 
In such a lonely lonely place
The spears turn to ink 
On a legislation sheet 
Within a framework we rigged to shrink
The gaps between sheep 
Its rigged to see a shrink
I labeled myself a narcissist 
As a layman labels himself supreme 
The dunning kruger effect 
Will be the saving grace for me 
In a world where labels get thrown 
From my mouth into yours 
Its in our fate to carry on 
Our broken frame of know 
I'm a hybrid between the names 
I'm un pure even in this domain 
I'm bi-ratial even in my brain 
The polars keep spinning up my definition of sane 
You can tick all the boxes on how much I say "I" 
Just like the grandose statements the schizophrenics say and chime 
These illnesses share alot more than you care
And metamorphize into something that was never really their 
When the world is of the narcissist 
Will it be normal to have my share 
Of some cybernetic dream inside a hikkomori lair
I'm a hybrid of these tears 
In the normal mind we want to share 

* TooMuchTimeOnTheInternetIST 
 
* How Can I Love Myself

How to believe I love myself
When I've been superfical on ice shelf 
Peering through out the hazy blue 
Wondering what rest to persue 

My perspective is atmospheric  
But yet never peering in it 
Its the weight from under that is my glue
From sinking into that hazy blue 

My bodies a house I never pursue 
Yet I only cater to what the critics choose 
I never had an issue until someone spoke bolder 
On how my house makes them concerned to come over 

They say look at you 
You're paints gone thin
Two house's down the street is the paint you should skim 
You were the lovelest house on the street and it seems 
You'll never be that lovely house on the street ever again

How to believe I love myself 
I can't even trust my helm 
The outside world sees me wrong and I'm filled 
With a need to regain the world I once held

I was never happy when the colors filled
When my paint never chipped 
Before the wood rot could swell 
It was a lonely spot 
Where I could never tell 
Why people where laughing at my things they now upheld 
I could do anything and it seemed 
It was never about me
I was just a decent looking house 
On the decaying urban retreat 
Where the other houses now 
Barley look at me 

Im ok in my icy gloom 
On top of my ice berg, not knowing how deep to screw 
I could dig for an eternity 
And still I won't choose 
To accept my fate 
To tell myself the truth 

So I went back home and painted everything black 
To hide all the fissures, chips and cracks 
Until the nights that overcame 
I am invisible like my past 
And I negated the pain toward my own controlled hands 

All these plans that never begin 
Planning demolitions
Hoping for an end 
Its not that I can 
Its that I am because I am 

I lived life to make these layers that last 
Like the protected rings on the tree that keeps 
A distance between others through pure heavy mass 
Thats my house down the street 
Buts its breaking me fast 
I cant keep the layers from heating my cast 
Of matalic steel to be alone from the rest 
I thought I could be on my own terms 
Yet it seems 
This cacoon is here to stay 
Because it destroyed my house seams 
The support is withing the the fence that overkeeps 
The weight from carring 

* Deni, Deni 

Deni, Deni,
I lead you plenty
In motels we leap 
Upon the next random weeks 
In the darkness of night 
Within your fur coat you hide 
You want my eyes to never leave 
I would cut them for you to keep 
Because without you I weep 
For the debts that I leave 
In your gulliable stride
You came to my meduso eyes 
Just to feel alive 
Before I make you solidify
You yearn for more eyes 


* The Morning After I Killed Myself

* ngio3j4lkrgggiegotrel

They say times will get better 
But nostagia begs to differ 
And if nostagia comes even quicker 
I realize all my time I've littered 
In bouts of fitting out 
In a drought of pained self-doubt 
I tell myself I'm foreign 
To allow myself a cloud to rest on 
For my thoughts accumulated
Through a storm of washing out 
All the fragments of the life I live 
To my barren land of round-a-bouts 
I re-invented a self again 
I'm so disorganized that I caved
My coping shell of a life I made 
I thought I was the one to say 
I'm better off with out you today 
I told myself that times will get better 
Just to re-invoke that my nostalgia just differs 
For I am the first to attest 
That I'm secound worst at best 
For I'm so low that it gives me shivers 
Just to be no average life liver
I give myself to the nararrator 
He might as well be a doppleganger 
Because I can't find a self through a mirror lately 
Wondering if I dissapear so inately  
A Destitude in a dessolute lie
Awashed in a self imposed re-wind so vaguely 
Collapse was the pill to reinvent 
All the mundane lines I find myself in 
When life re-inforces again and again 
How brittle my stack of cards caved in 
I tell myself what point is their to know 
The subjective mind of an outcast now 
In which anything I do just backfires and stalls 
The very things I want to dissolve
Everyone tells my how much that I sting 
Not knowing I amputate A piece of my life as a dream
Im a corpse re-lived tonight 
Or a venomous bee who regrows his demise 
In the predators eyes 
Its all he can seem to think 

* Intermitent Re-Inforcement

Life is the big casino 
In which the debts pile over old debts 
As you race toward the bottom of a top that won't show 
Like the very first time you made a perfect roll 
You roll it again even after you can't pretend 
That the next roll will amilorate all the bad rolls again 
You rise and then fall and yet still regain up with a crawl 
And one compounded day was enough to make you fall 
I did the steps to earn my place 
I followed the rules that nature laid 
And here I am so weak and fraied 
I don't understand the reason today
Death is the reward for being alive 
But that one way ticket is a debatable ride 
You can try and try to find a way to reside
But some people in this world only find meaning when they try
I see a poormans game as a fill to avoid the pain 
For a richman has shown he has nowhere to enjoy a higher plane
He is the highest hill balancing not to fall 
As the whole world administers any way to take him down 
Along the way you get wiser but not equalized 
You have this immense game of balance with your antique analyzers 
You have the knowledge to know but not the framework to show 
Now Since your equipments getting old, and far to old to be an advisor 
So you bash your knowledge in young mans thick skull 
In hopes the reverberations are enough to get ahold 
Yet I have the privaledge to take my own life 
Through the knowlege of the casino of life 
When I look at the birds fluttering in the sky 
I can never understand how such ignorant animals can survive 
Yet here is you and I 
Just do what humans do 
And of course we will try and try again 
When times get tough 
I don't think it, I feel it 
And when Ipam rational and leveled u
I can't think it, but some how still feel it 

* Categorization Fetishism

It was a narc that ruined my life 
I'll just stonewall them tell I die 
I get all my knowlege that I ever can need 
From the capatalist youtube for free 
I like to put people in boxes so I don't have to try 
Its easy to make it rational so I don't have to lie 
I had a hunch I hated you and want us to part 
Thats way its critcal that you are a narc

* I Get Used To How Beautiful You Are 

I get used to how beautiful you are
That you probably thought yourself bizarre 
So bizzare that I couldn't decode your avatar
To show how beautiful you really are 
Its a divorce to be the one who delves 
Into becoming a simulacrum of themselves 
That segregation can be hard to tell 
When you have no memory to recall what it felt 
But you feel these tremors deep within the ground
Within your mascara lines you draw out 
I can see in your face all those days you erased 
The times in your life when your existance was debased 
In the company of cold motherly hands 
You reach out to the world in a beautiful trance 
In some chance you will find existance at last 
By approval of anyone who might have passed 
I get used to why you're so beautiful yet grim
When I wipe away the layers you skim
Every meticulous brush that you laid 
Was never even so necessary 
It was only a war with youself on display
Only a trance I can never seem to change 



 


You will never realize how beautiful you are
Under your glued eyelashes 
And overtoned makeup 
I remember that smile underneath all the sadness 
When I realized who you are 
You are person like me 
To afraid to show you are free 
From the perfection you self inflict masocistically 
Even I had times I known 
I was to cocky to hold my own
Like it was a favor to be with me alone 
When you really could have anyone you choose 
I hope you choose someone how proves to you 
How beautiful you are so you won't ever choose 
A person so cold and rotten like me 
I wish I could have been that person to see 
I look at photographs and appreciate the days 
Much more than when I had been in that place 
I wish I could slap myself out the dream 
The dream that I am to bad to be free 
That thought is another me 
I saw you crying in a white wedding spree 
Pretending it was our own 
I let you dance by yourself alone 
Because I was insecure about my face 
That you'd picked anyman instead of me today 
When I was the one that drove you away 
How can I exist in love and hate 
When the moment that we have it, I just throw it away 
I wish I could carry you back to my place 
And have one day that I can be normal and safe 
Something that can make you feel better and less ashamed 
That you picked a fool like me again and agian 
Even as I write I know their is no way 
Just because I know what is right, I just can't feel another way 

* To My Dad 

To my dad and my friend and an enemy again 
I've been cold, aloof, and in the land of make pretend 
But time has passed again and again 
And you've stood by my side, even though the bitter end 
Its hard to think right in the darkness of my shroud 
But you're the light that pears through, to allow me a way out  
I don't understand why I can't shed disdain 
When I have a dad that does everything to be ok 

I accept who you are, as a christian bearing man 
Who makes the best of life in the little ways he can 
You haven't been perfect, but neither have I 
But I know those mistakes dont deserve suicide 
I try and I try to be happy again 
But nothing seems to fill the void that I am 
But the times that we have makes me feel that I can 
You proved in your life that it can be done in the end 

The older I get, the more I understand 
That I'm lucky to even have a dad in my life 
I've been so caught up in the lies of "vicitm" in my mind 
In a purgatory that I click through online 
For our finite hours and days pass by 
Obessing over the signs that we will in fact die 

I remember the days you told me to stay 
When you had no one left by your side along the way 
I remember the patterns of the computer screen dazed 
As you lead me toward a cybernetic maze 
The loops and the sounds had me so stargazed 
To the point I still remember like it was just yesterday
You gave me an outlet I can never seem to phase 
Sometimes it was the only place I could say sorry toward your way

Your happiness keeps on as the days get late 
And I wonder why I choose to live a life filled with hate 
You prove that later times will in fact be ok 
And I want to join you to celebrate those better days
I don't know how, but I hope this will accomodate 
All the feelings and sorrow I try to push away 

To my dad and my friend and an enemy again 
I've been so low, so angry and so arrogant 
But I hope I can suffice your labor of love 
In an unreal tournament of us facing the world 
Its hard to think right about heaven above 
But I won't think twice if I get the chance to see you around 
If eternity is right, I'll be by your side with a frown 
Hiding the smile that I wrong all along 

* Fugue 

In a fugue of my own 
A state of affairs 
Erased from mind 
As if nobodys here 
I sometimes align
My thousand yard stare 
In a lair of my own 
With no one to really care 
I catch my tears in a bin 
As the Chlorine dissipates 
As a necessary waste 
I leave it all in the past 
A subconcious lie 
In confusion as to why 
I can't remember anything again 
With a wall stuck on my fist 
I rigify the facts 
That I adhere to and face 
In a book I barely read 
And in a setting I could barely shake 
It seems the grandiose past 
Has no wisdom to prop up 
As they I raise my legs high 
And say I had enough 
Everyone has dissapointing streak 
But some can hide it more than me 
I'll keep to myself for now on 
Since no idea is truly free 


* Infantalize 

Adults like adolescents 
Adolescents like children
Children like infants
And Infants like still wombs 
You cuddle me like in Italy 
Then kick me out like a German thinks 
And I'm scared on the subway seats 
Thinking of all the worst things that it can be 
But never does it occur to me 
How abscent is my adult activities 
I wake to fall asleep 
As my parents find time to work for me
I lost my sense of upkeep 
As the internet isin't a profile to curb 
Everything seems so above me 

* Thrift Blues 

I choose to walk the thrift with you 
In the late night of drifting for thrills 
Reminding myself the dystopian state 
Of living in the country of the world 
I can sense myself drifting among
As everyone else just carries along 
I wonder if I am just really alone 
Wondering why I feel like a dream 
Floating toward the finate days ahead of me
I can see it in the faces ahead of me 
Of how life stripped their naive sensibilities 
I am among the backdrop of apathy 
Wondering why I can't appreciate the little things 
Its such a sad little place to peruse 
That it is the spot that I choose 
To contemplate the world 
In the land of yesterday 
Where the new became today 
As disposable items to chase 
The thrift stores have such bitter hues 
That it turns my vision into 4 by 2s 
I see such visions in the weirdest clues 
When transcoding these social cues 

* Vacant Silo 

Vacant Silo 
Where memories never grow 
I've been overtaken by my hopes 
That I convinced myself I could really change 
But you never know 
And when my sister thinks the same 
She might be too sad to let herself show 
All those memories 
I never allowed to grow 

I've been driving around so far, I had the oppurtunity to see the stars 
Inside a bubble on hill looking through the Fog of smog in my car 

And my house is so small to see, my tear drops could drown it that day 
I wonder what reality had led me toward today 

* 5 Year Suicide 

Its hot as hell when those sunken eyes 
Are a 5 year odysee of pain and blights 
I love it when insomnia shrivels me up 
To not tell the difference between down and up 

I'm a mascositic stripper 
Showing off my humanity as it withers 
Appealing the sado-sadistical tenders 
With crypto in my chamber 

I wear latex cause it hurts 
And I love the feeling of the indian burns 
Obsessessing in my death 
I only ride the darkest depths 

I did the same without my hearing 
And evading my broken teeth 
Its such a quickly site to see 
Decaying exponetally 

Its something I've grown to want and be 
I fucking love to see me heel cuffs split 
And feel the wind in my moth holed shirt 
Everything is joining in on me 

It feels so go to be decaying so free 
I love being me 

* nhvfbeuwvbuvbruewvruerrnvuewrvurewvb

When you become so perfect 
From being perfectly insecure 
I made a wrist slit 
To abrase the skin so it hurts 
When you try to hold my grasp 
In perfection lays a glance 
Of a greener side to be 
Always barely off a tad 
When I die I will say I'm glad 
For if I can't enjoy perfection 
Then what enjoyment can I ever have?
For leaving this world is a gift to be had 
When perfection is just a fleeting fad 

* Ethical Egoism 

* My Songs Having Orgies 

* I Took The Obsession Away 

I took the obsession away 
Thinking of the worst moves to make 
They all go away 
When I take a step back 
And enjoy the road I paved 
That allowed me to this point to say 
Free will might come someday 
Maybe it was always on display 
Reflecting my smile to me 
This time without the need to fake 
Some distant memory that I will be ok 
Because I found a way to be ok in pain 
I found myself in a loop of change 
And no matter how little it will last today 
I'll be happy for the little moments I had always 

*;)
I want to change 
But I don't even have lint or change
To pave the cockpit 
Toward a newer lane
My debt is past 
The no return 
I should've learned 
That future me will one day be 
The person I will eventually keep 
Seeping through my eventuallies 
I know them all 
I keep them dissolved 
In self help talks 
When I take the walks 
So aimlessly 

*yeoh

Look at life as balance 
Rather than extreme escalation 
Look at beauty as perfect enough 
Rather then uncaney perfection 
Look at extremes as mirrors 
Rather than an enemy 
Look at freedom as slavery 
When addicted to its savory 

* Island Of Min(e)d

I can be your private island
But you'll never seem to reach me 
I've learned to be myself 
In some castaway shell 
I see you in the distance 
But the mirage is in my vision 
I feel fully relieved to know that I 
Am truly alone tonight 
For the wickedness dispells 
Like acid on the oceans shelf 
I'm hagging off the threads that I 
Unspun and spoiled through others demise 
I hang myself off this cliff and wish 
I turned the other cheek instead of this bliss
Evading frustration was a task to big 
And I took it out on the the very person who did 
Modified myself to disaccomadate and dispell 
The rumor that my mind is angelic and well 
It's the very reason I put myself in hell 
Its proven beyond the faintest of doubts 
And yet.... I still want out 
In the only ways a bona fied villian can 
I smile to the reflection, and it animates me back 
Turning the mirage into the city that I left 
Its not as fake as I once thought today 
Im not as fake as I'd been left to claim 
I've been a behemoth in my lies 
A mere bohemian till I die 
Wondering in my aimless whys 
As I wave myself goodbye 

* A Point to the obvious 

A point to the obvious 
It takes someone to voice it right 
Apathetic lies in the inability to claim your mind 
When so much of it is based on the outside 
But when I reside with myself in my shrine 
Of these auditorily sober moments, I write 
Am I as trite as the first time I tried? 
Is it all in my head, am I merely wasting time? 
What I do to push my fun is not as good in others eyes 
My lesser works seems to be their only prize 
And I wonder, is it you or is it I? 
Have I put in work or barely tried?
I know what answer seems right...
Some days sound good, and some days sound trite 
But fickle is even my mind tonight 
I can't trust you or even of myself 
Just push the art beyond what helps 
It makes me cringe to feel this way 
Of letting go of this ego at play 
Just do it because I try 
To just be happy and make it right 
In whatever form in shows that night 
Just let go the forms and the rules of blight 
Push yourself to do what you like 
Even at the cost of a commercial enterprise 
I was never in this field to make a pretty dime 
I wasn't here even for the fame that I could like 
I did it because nothing else could shake the time 


* Loose Text Liked
I'm on to telling 
Day straight just waiting 
Foreclosing heaven 
With loose ozones seeping 
Let the tears I am weeping 
Shrivel in the cold 
Cascading in the depths 
Of floating in whats left 
No sound to show the mess 
Only loose text with in my mind 
Floating through the screen 
Of data points in time 
Always will I have to write 
Until the system dies 
No matter how crude I execute 
At least I finally tried 

* Cide 

The agony of how I disappear
Is the same one I endure while I am here 
Your pain will match the same 
When my body becomes a smear 
An excrement of humanities bane
I looked down on the pyramid scheme
As the ceo, I can feel the need to flee 
Its such a long way to destiny's need 
Give me the wisdom to placebo my way 
Back to the happy person I became 
Without the knowlege that its all in my head 
And that the placebo was still real instead 
I would give my life to be wrong again 
Make me lose my atheistic lead 
Posioning my mind to blend 
In the bleaknest of reality again 
Its in our nature to bend 
The laws of logic so we can pretend 
To placebo our strength beyond what we comprehend 
Its the biggest assest we should never lend 
Keep your placebo safe from the real 
Keep yourself from understanding it still 
Or you'll be at the top of the pyramid and still 
Wish to float of into a smear of bad will 

* I Don't Care If You're Family 

I don't give a fuck if you're family 
Like it or not, I want to push you into the famine
Fuck your dreams for a need to feel free 
Bringing me along on the chains of happy 
Fuck your thoughts of some melodrama hype 
On how theirs more to our mundane fucking life 
I'd stick my own rib as a spear in your heart 
And carve through your skin a poem that I start 
You're stupidity is a vast ocean of ignorance 
And I'd love to drown you in your own deliverance
Give a fuck if your my family 
I hate you just the same 
I'd stick my femur through your bed 
And burn your house until your dead 
I'd use your husbands as the blood 
And drown you in his slain 
I'd mix it up until the cops came through 
And shot me in the head 
Give a fuck if you love me 
I'd choke those words out your head 
Smash your skull between my boots
And rearrange what's left
What remorse I feel won't bring you back 
Cause all it takes is feeling bad 
For me to smash you dead at last 
I finally gave in to the final chance 
Rot when I am gone 
And fucking bring me back 
Rot inside your shame 
Give a fuck if it caused your pain 
ROT INSIDE THIS GAME 
And don't bring me back again 
Cause I'll kill you all the same 
Again and again and again 
Fuck your children of blights 
I'd smother them dead in the night 
Hear them crying and beg for the light 
Push their head in the corner instead 
Catch the corner of the wood of your bed 
No more whining I said 
No more crying of prying 
I saved a million dollars in trying 
If not for the jail time I will be acquiring 

* Build On The Rock 

Explore yourself freely 
Enjoy yourself quietly
Spill introspection on gods foundation 
Babbling your way to the top 
Exacerbate your comorbid disgrace 
Coquette your life in the whore you claim 
Reaching deep inside the child that you are 
In the passage of time that you slump 
Your too toxic to trash even as curbside waste 
Oligopolices rule my life 
Intranet firewalls upon a payment 
Insecure workers in opulent fragrance 
Bought with greed to fill your pockets with creed 
With enough to get me drunk from the scene 
Debase you charm with the silence of reason 
Regression is coercion you kneel in the basement 
Your somatic life has withered to treason 
Your agression won't last
It will melt you to treatment 
Your mindful thoughts won't pear through loss
Your prisn flex currency 
You vunerable abuser 
Postpone knowinging 
take the impulse out the week 
 
* zigzag ecxtacy
 
Emanating rarity
Zig-zaged calcified
Magnifying Obliterating
Accompany my questioning
Mutilation Re-Enforcement

* Enul
I yearned for the warmth of summer blues 
As the sky winced in its sunset bloom 
But Inside the shadow of your womb 
The sky is shedding all its clues 
As white rays radiate in this darkness gloom 
As dark as the vacant dreams I wake up too 
I look though its expanse, and I still wonder for you 
Amidst in the past, in my nostalgic loop 

* '''

I brush the pain off my eyes 
Rub the skin until it dries 
Drooping down the ground you lie 
Within the reach of the sands of your life 
You call me out in the sky as you cry 
As grey as the sands that you lie 
I wouldn't figure how I'd reach another line 
Say the right things within a mature frame of mind 
But our Hour glass will was as finite as time 
Yet here I lie within your tears in the sky 
Flooding the world that you left for my life 
Now I float within the oceans of lines that I write 
From the very own fears that drip from my eyes 
I cast within this sea to hope to one day find 
That very same memory that stuck within time 

* yf4eigrbenaknkjerah
I'm in a painful predicament 
When the pastor calls me at the event 
You're the athiest I care to claim 
I tell him my lack of faith is not to blame 
A change is always held by chains 
So far long I can roam for days 
Your chains led you to pearly gates 
My ways held me down in pain 
Please give me your will today 
For ignorance is better for me anyways 
I'm on the fence of faith 
Your words can trade 
This empty world in a bigger chase 
Will god come down and wipe my face 
Of all dried up tears I care to waste 
I prayed and prayed and prayed and prayed 
And never did I see what you see always 
Its seems to naturaly occur that way 
So take your victory to you private sunset away 
With unfaulting will toward a god I can't face 
I prayed and prayed and prayed and prayed 
Within a battered down school with in a darkness of charades 
Give me your will to believe so I can change 
I'd trade my knowledge for the health that I gave 
I'd rather be silly than ill always 
Dancing in a trance of a grandiose wave 
God is the one to put my problems on today 
I can't function with out a psychotic break 


* If 
If you could see my broken memories 
You'll understand the sleep walk gaps I weave 
It has to be my knowledge I fed to me 
Not the void you always rewind to see 
You let me know yet you cant see these 
Amnesia with a veener of a liars spree 
I can't convince the world to notice beliefs 
The gaps I choose to fullfill my needs 
Its not a concious thought for me 
Its something that comes within a sleep 
Some abstact forigen memory 
Corrupted by a mysterious enitiy 
I now know my enemy 
And demise is my only remedy 

* Rewriting History

Rewriting history 
To fill voids of my discography 
I Reflected the inner enemy 
On to the person who released it out of me 
An event horizons bound to sweep 
All nuanced visons of morality 
Rejection allows me to feel myself 
In the void I cast on everyone else 
I can't get far in this  meatspace 
But my mind reserves your torture room
I cast any method of pain to erase 
The act of actually hurting you
So many times I rearranged your face 
In daydreams as you lick my waist
I'll smile and say to you how lovely you taste
Never leaving my real emotional trace  

* Creative 

My solution exists when the problem persists 
And dissapates when that problem dissolves 
The genius is not adding in its complexity 
Rather complexifying his quest for simplicity 
I made the problem aid in its solution 
And took advantage of its limited institution 
I specified the cure 
By testing a qualitative change 
Amount or intensity is what I re-arrange 
To ensure the right amount 

* You Are My Sister In The End

You are my sister in the end 
From a stranger to a confidant
I am nothing that I can give or lend 
So I don't mean to overextend
But its hard to give way 
In a way that seems ok 
When the toxins spread from me
Its best I stay away 
From a confidant to a stranger today 
I'm always just a call away 
From giving you a warm embrace 
But I never like to leave a trace
I muster up a Poker face
To find I can't no longer erase 
The feeling of watching you from deep space 
Wishing for your warm embrace
The laughter you bleed makes it all erase 
Seeing the sister I wish I knew  
Rumaging through the world displaced 
In my narrow field of view 
I'm ok just to have a chase
Of what could have been since some can't claim 
That they knew of a sister who keeps her heart on her chain 
The same type of chain that's giving her pain 
Its a gift to feel the world as you say 
And a curse you hold as I tossed mine away 
All the chances I left are gone in a dream 
But hold on to yours to manifest relief 
For the love you give will be repaid in time 
I hope you persist and hold on for dear life











  
  




 











































 

 











































 























 




















